
•Hrt3> 


2 


PEP! 



For sheer loveliness this photograph is beyond 
comparison. The soft whiteness of the skin and 
the perfect line of the body are excellently set 
off by the column in the background. 

— PHOTO BY FIRST NATIONAL 
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Entre-Nous 


So, you’ve been wondering what it’s all about! We 
can just visualize your eyes opening wide, your ears 
turning pink and your mouth, — oh, that mouth — how 
it twitches and jerks in expectancy. No, your first try 
was absolutely and positively wrong. This has nothing 
to do with, knows nothing about and is in no way 
related to that grubby commodity PEP! the breakfast 
cereal. 

It all happened this way: It was Sunday — naturally 
your mind’s eye has already drawn a picture of grey 
clouds, much rain and utter despondency. That usually 
happens on Sunday, n’est-ce-pas ? Well, we reiterate: 
It was Sunday and we had slept five times the amount 
of time any normal being should waste in the com- 
pany of Morpheus, had read every available piece of 
paper with print on it and were open for fresh esca- 
pades. 

Say, did you ever get the feeling that you had to do 
something or burst? Yes? That’s good. Now you 
know approximately what we felt like. To continue: 
The postman had of late been bombarding us with 
stories which were Tr&s, oh! so Trks snappy that we 
couldn’t keep from reading choice excerpts aloud to 
our favorite stuffed cat On oath we swear that his 
glassy green eyes danced in amusement. 

Which brings us back to these tattling tales we’ve 
been piling up. What to do with them was the next 
question? We knew you’d just, devour them, and 
then and there decided to come across and let you in 
on the fun. Without a “by your leave,” we prepared 
to give you something different to do on miserable 
Sundays. Stories such as you’ve always wanted to 
read when the mood was upon you. The kind that 
giye you a thrill you won’t forget. 


Just saw an exquisite picture in another corner of 
the littered desk and was struck by its beauty. Hon- 
estly, there’s no telling what progress these photo- 
graph artist will make. They’re doing more and more 
with the lens. This particular picture looks every 
bit like a rare classic done by some ancient painter. 

Maybe the painted-in backgrounds and effective 
poses don’t make the earlier masters look a bit ineffec- 
tual ? The models are usually chosen from the spright- 
liest revues in town and you know what that means. 
Talk about Glorifying the American Girl — Why it’s 
generally known that the grandest figures in the world 
are those of our own little girls. 

All of that simply to tell you how thrilled we were 
with the art of the camera. Naturally, being most 
unselfish, you’re going to be let in on this, too. Such 
generosity, we can’t account for it except that Christ- 
mas hovers in the near future. 

The plan is this: Every month in Pep! we’re going 
to give you a batch of these thrilling stories, and how 
they’re illustrated — WOW! If you don’t cut each and 
every one out and paste it in ycur book of good 
things you’re missing something you’ll want very much 
the next time that fit of blues comes along. And just 
so you won’t say we haven’t your interests as heart, 
to relieve and brighten up your anticipation of the next 
story we’re going to separate the stories with these 
camera studies we carried on so much about above. 

Put your bids in early, wise ones, for this is some- 
thing you’re gonna digest avidly and then come up 
asking for more. 
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It is surprising how very few models can be 
found with a back and breasts of proportionate 
roundness. This model is beautifully formed 
and consequently this pose most attractive. 

— PHOTO BY HERMAN 
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A bewitching Jacqueline with , . . 
tousled hair and one satiny, smooth 
shoulder and breast partly revealed t 
where her blue silk dressing gown j.‘ - 
had slipped low, opened the door, k'J* 
At sight of Syd, she recoiled with 
a little gasp of startled surprise. t ^ 



Still Waters Run 
Deep 



HEN Syd Franklin 
raised his eyes to give 
the waitress at the Gem 
his order, he fully 
expected to behold 
the pug-nosed, bleary- 
eyed girl who usually 
served him. Instead, 


he was held enthralled by a vision of 
peach-tinted complexion, marvellously 
deep blue eyes, and a mouth that made 
him crave to crush its soft convolutions 
with kisses. For a moment he could only 
stare up in amazed admiration. 

“What will you have?” the vision in 
quired in a soft, musical voice. 



By Edith Sheila Nicholas 


After all, isn’t the modern girl’s cutting frankness 
preferable to the sugared deception of the so-called 
old-fashioned one ? 


Syd gulped down his surprise and gave 
his order. His eyes followed the girl’s 
retreating form hungrily as she proceed- 
ed kitchenward. That, too, he decided 
delightedly, was in keeping with the rest 
of her — exquisite slenderness at wrist 
and ankles and waist, merging into in- 
triguing fullness where he liked to see 


fullness. She was a wonder of a girl! 
Who in creation could she be? 

“You’re new here, aren’t you?” he 
asked with assumed casualness when she 
came back. 

“Yes, sir, I started yesterday,” the 


( Continued on page 51) 
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7 his ~tudy is valuable from the standpoint of 
lighting effect, in the open air. This wholly 
simple pose is illustrative of the fact that the 
human figure is most graceful when portrayed 
in a natural position. 


— PHOTO BY HENNINGSEN 
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Automobile Accidents 


By Jack Woodford 


W hen a young man smashes into a beautiful girl’s car 
and wrecks it, just how can he soothe her ruffled 

feelings f 



IKE a sizzling rocket 
the little black car of 
mongrel vintage tor- 
pedoed into the larger 
red one. 

Observing that he 
had damaged the red 
sport model beyond 


all hope of repair, though the girl therein 
remained apparently uninjured, pluckily 
holding to the wheel, Mr. Walter Jami- 
son Waddle stepped down and out of his 
own car and went immediately across to 
her. At each nearing step she looked in- 
creasingly beautiful and hopelessly furi- 
ous. Reaching the fair driver’s side he 
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addressed her earnestly. 

“Miss, will you marry me?” 

“Marry you! You good-for-nothing 
hoodlum ; you delinquent dead-head, you 
limp-brained scum, you pusillanimous 
specimen of the lowest known variety of 
blind mole, what in hell do you mean by 
leaning that pile of concentrated tin 
against my baby?” 

“Oh, of course, if you have a baby,” 
he reconsidered, “naturally, or at least I 
hope, that you are married — in which 
case, being one of the few young men left 
in the world who believe in self-denial, 
and practice it sparingly, I withdraw my 
offer.” 

“You crawfish, you useless son-of-a- 
cap-pistol,” observed the pin-wheel eyed 
young lady, “I’m talking about my car, 
of course — it’s my baby, and you’ve 
ruined it.” 

“Seldom have I seen a baby so con- 
vincingly and arbitrarily ruined,” admit- 
ted Walter; “yes, I have certainly done 
things to your baby. That’s just why 
I’m asking you to marry me.” 

“What in hell has that got to do with 
it, you lunkhead?” 

“Everything, my dear and exquisite 
lady. I could never settle up with you 
for. the damage I have done, except by 
marrying you — I am all I have of value 
to offer.” 

“Slab-head! I wouldn’t trade your 
whole damn carcass for one inner-tube 
for my baby. Die instantly, you loath- 
some nit — I insist that you die here upon 


the road, this minute !” 

“Well, now that we’re engaged ” 

“Are you drunk?” 

“Yes, with your loveliness.” 

“I wish that I had a cannon to blow 
you into hamburger steak !” 

“Of what use would be so much ham- 
burger steak sans Allium cepa ?" 

“You won’t think that this is all so 
darn funny when an officer comes along.” 
Just at this psychological moment an 
officer did indeed appear — that is one of 
the disconcerting things about the psy- 
chology of the gendarmerie : never when 
one wants them, and always when one 
doesn’t ! He noted the wreckage upon his 
quondam immaculate road. 

“Whatinhelsthamaterwitcherblockintha- 
roaduplikeis ?” 

“Yes, sir!” agreed Walter, “she won’t 
get into the car with me. She’s my 
fiancee, and we had a quarrel.” 

“Wy dontcha take th pile of junk into 
the ditch un go home with him?” de- 
manded the civil service graduate unciv- 
illy. 

“He’s not my ” 

“You see—” observed Walter spread- 
ing out his hands so that they formed the 
w-ords : “I told you so !” 

“Wyinldontcha?” the officer requested . 
instantly to be informed. 

“I tell you he’s not my ” began the 

girl. 

“See — !” promptly interrupted Walter. 
“Get into his can,” ordered the cop. 
“You can fight just as well in there as 


DARK TOWN 


PEP! 


11 


you can anyplace else.” 

“Officer I tell you I’m not his ”■ 

“Gam, now, or I’ll give you a ticket.” 
He was hot and angry — he did not like 
pretty girls when they were other men’s 
fiancees; especially when the other man 
was present. His mien was most fero- 
cious, and he looked “ticket” out of both 
eyes. Finally Walter helped him to push 
the other car to the side of the road. 

“Officer! — ” she began again when 
they had finished, but the snorting of his 
motorcycle interrupted, as away he flew 
with never a backward glance. Walter 
climbed up beside her. 

“Now,” he said firmly, and with some 
relief, “all we need is a license ; and, after 
that — we’ll buy a tent and set up house- 
keeping.” She stood up and searched for 
the running board with a determined toe, 
but he started the car suddenly and she 
sat down equally so. 

“Sorry,” apologized Walter. She 
glared murderously at him and felt for 
anything uncompromisingly hard that 
might be in the side-pockets upon the 
door. 

Presently they arrived at a little town, 
well within the State line. He said : 
“Wait here a minute, and, oh yes, what’s 
your name? That’s the village hall over 
there, I’m going to get a license.” 

“Guess what my name is, you garter- 
snake!” she snapped. He eyed her sor- 
rowfully for a moment, then snatched 
her pocketbook, opened it and took out 
one of her cards. Tossing the purse back 


to her he left. 

She moved over to start the car, only 
to find that he had taken the gas key. 
Vindictively she dismounted and let the 
air out of all four tires and the spare. 
When she had finished holding down the 
needle valve upon the spare, he returned 
waving a large paper. 

“Minister’s over there, in that little 
house next to the church,” he explained 
with pardonable excitement. She sought 
to crucify him with a look, but he smiled 
back and, undaunted, took her arm in a 
firm grasp. Helplessly she followed, 
tripping anon over his feet as he dragged 
her. 

The clergyman was sitting upon the 
porch of the rectory. He covered a glass 
upon the table near him with his hat as 
they approached. 

“Howdy!” greeted Walter, seeing at 
once that he was a brother ram. He 
gave him the grand High Sign by low- 
ering his head and butting him in the 
stomach, knocking him back down into 
his chair as he rose. The clerical looked 
dazed, but he went inside for his bible, 
crawling upon hands and knees, not car- 
ing to offer any more opportunities for 
grand High Signs. 

Under Walter’s impatient heckling he 
rushed through the marriage service to 
the point where it came time for the 
straight question to be put to the amah. 

“I do not!” she spat out viciously. 

( Continued on page 62 ) 
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A close-up study such as this requires much 
concentration. The art of the body shown must 
be accurate. In ■ this photograph the arms 
raised above the head flatten the breasts and 
add a note of sturdiness to the composition. 

— PHOTO BY HERMAN 


Enid’s Escapade 

By Robert Dumont 


When a man attempts to give a girl a lesson in morals , 
can you blame her for pointing out to him his 
absurd solemnity ? 


V2T 
/ 


overheard two of 
town hilariously 


HEN Lerton Earner 
heard of Enid’s latest 
escapade, he became 
desperate. According 
.\ I '"i't to the story, which 

WV ' \y came to him quite un- 

Y expectedly at the club 

one night when he 
the young men about 
discussing the affair, 
Enid had been the life of the party at 
the Halfway Inn, a rather notorious re- 
sort just outside the city limits. Appar- 
ently, the climax of the jollification had 
been a “Black Bottom” she had danced 
on the table with supreme unconcern for 
the crockery strewn about her gold-slip- 
pered feet. Of course, there had been 
liquor. The youths who formed the male 
contingent in these little diversions all 
carried hip flasks, you may be sure. 

Earner’s interest in this unintentionally 
overheard scrap of conversation would 
have been merely a cursory one but for 
the fact that he had been in love with 
Enid ever since they had attended school 
together. Somehow, though, he had never 
been able to persuade her to become his 
wife. She invariably gave him to under- 
stand that she wanted first to know more 
of life and to taste of it more deeply. 
“Marriage might cramp my style!” she 
flippantly told him once. So Lamer con- 
tented himself with hovering about her, 
observing meanwhile that Enid was tast- 


ing more and more deeply and often. 
However, he felt certain the flame about 
which she was blithely flitting had not as 
yet, even singed her wings. 

And now, after an enforced absence in 
Paris of about a year, he had returned to 
find her lovelier and more desirable than 
ever, and cavorting around with a set 
which was just a shade faster than the 
one with which he had left her. Never- 
theless, he realized he loved her more 
than ever, and his love made him desper- 
ate. Long he pondered the question and 
finally he reached a decision. He would 
teach her a lesson, a hard, drastic lesson, 
to be sure, but one inspired by his great 
and genuine affection for her. True, it 
would probably shock and startle her, but 
on the other hand he hoped it would open 
her eyes fully to what lay at the end of 
the seductive path she was so blindly 
treading. 

His opportunity to put his plan into 
effect came sooner than he expected. He 
was sitting in a secluded alcove with Enid 
at the Winthrop’s reception when her 
mother rushed excitedly over to them. 

“Oh, Enid, dear!” she exclaimed, “do 
you know I forgot my cluster ring on the 
dressing table ! I don’t understand how I 
could have been so careless. Now 1 can’t 
rest easy until I have it. You know 
there was a robbery in our neighborhood 
last week. We must go for it at once.” 

“My car is parked outside,” Lamer 
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offered hastily. ‘If you care to . . 

“Oh, yes, that’s nice of you. Don’t 
bother about coming, mother,” Enid said 
before her mother could say a word. 

Mrs. Randall readily agreed to this, in 
fact, seemed relieved because she had 
been exempted from the necessity of go- 
ing, while Larner thanked fate for the 
opportunity that had been cast at his 
very feet. He felt certain he would be 
granted a chance to put his plan into exe- 
cution while with Enid. 

“Let’s get a cocktail before we go, 
Lerton,” Enid proposed. He could tell 
by the unnatural glitter in her eyes that 
it would not be the first one she had had 
that night, but nevertheless, he nodded 
acquiescence. 

The cocktails having been duly dis- 
posed of, they went out into the chilly 
December night and settled themselves 
on the soft cushions of his huge roadster. 
Little was said between them as they 
glided along smoothly. It is an exqui- 
site sensation to feel the throbbing 
strength of a powerful motor under one’s 
control and at the same time have the one 
most desired girl in the world at your 
side, and he was loath to spoil the en- 
chantment with small talk. All too soon 
they slid to a stop before the austere 
stone, two-story building that was Enid’s 
home. 

She tripped across the pavement and 
fumbled at the lock with a latch-key. An 
instant sufficed to open the door, and her 
groping fingers found the light switch. 
They entered the soft radiance of the 
hallway. 

“I won’t be a minute, Lerton,” she 
sang over her shoulder as she started up 
the wide stairway. 

Before her companion could reply, 
however, she halted abruptly and stood 
there, listening intently. 

“That’s odd,” she mused, her eyes wide 
and startled. “I could have sworn I heard 
footsteps upstairs. No one is supposed 
to be here. All the servants have the eve- 
ning off.” 

“Most likely it’s just a rat,” Larner 
reassured her lightly, but a purposeful 
gleam flickered up into his eyes. “Come 
on, fraidy cat, I’ll go with you.” 

He started up the stairway ahead of 
her. Enid regarded him somewhat doubt- 


fully, but finally, without comment, she 
followed him. At the landing above, he 
pressed the light button and the upper 
hallway was suffused with a golden glow. 

Having followed her into the room she 
entered, Larner coolly closed the door, 
turned the key in the lock, placed it in 
his pocket, and faced her. Over the girl’s 
pretty features there spread an expres- 
sion that was a mixture of alarm and 
amazement. 

“Why did you do that?” she asked 
sharply. 

Larner grinned sardonically. 

“Isn’t this an ideal place to spend a 
delightful hour,” he asked her, glancing 
around at the effete furnishings of the 
bedroom. 

“Lerton, what do you mean?” Enid 
shot at him, her features tautening. 

“I mean,” Larner replied leeringly and 
insinuatingly, “that we are alone in this 
cozy room and since I’ve been mad about 
you ever since I first knew you there’s 
no reason why we shouldn’t forget every- 
thing else but that you are the most de- 
sirable girl in all the world and . . .” 

“Are you crazy, Lerton ! Unlock that 
door at once!” Two vivid spots of an- 
ger flamed on the girl’s cheeks and her 
eyes blazed. 

“Would you act that way if Bill An- 
drews were here with you instead of 
me?” Larner asked her meaningly. 

For a moment Enid bit her lips as if 
at a loss what to say. Her eyelids flut- 
tered down like a concealing curtain, veil- 
ing her eyes from the man’s searching 
gaze. 

“What’s come over you?” she inquired 
shrilly. “Are you drunk V’ 

“No, I’m not and you know it,” Lar- 
ner retorted spiritedly, for the moment 
forgetting the part he had set himself to 
play. “Don’t you think I know about 
all your escapades — your dance on the 
table at the Halfway Inn, that moonlight 
bathing party on' the beach, your mas- 
querading as a maid at the Revler Hotel ? 
It seems to me that you could be pleas- 
anter when we have this wonderful op- 
portunity to be alone together. How 
about a kiss as a starter?” 

“Cad!” Enid spat at him. 

She was wondrously beautiful in her 
anger. Her blue eyes scintillated like 
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di.amonds, her vivid little mouth was 
adorably imperious, and her rounded, 
slender figure was drawn up to its full 
height, displaying all its alluring curves 
to advantage. Lamer forgot everything 
but that she was there near him, within 
reach of his arms, lovely, irresistible. 
Suddenly he swept her close. 

She struggled and beat his face with 
futile little fists. 

“Let me go! Oh, you brute!” she 
gasped. 

He captured her lips at last and, as 
they carried the message of his great de- 
sire, he became conscious that her efforts 
to free herself were becoming feebler. 
Presently her arms crept up around his 
neck. She snuggled closer against him, 
setting his blood on fire, making him 
dizzy with ecstasy. Choking with the in- 


tensity of his emotion, he released her. 

She stepped backward, stumbled on a 
chair, and reeled down upon a chaise 
longue. Lamer was on his knees beside 
her in an instant, caressing her with 
words, touch, and lips. 

“You were jealous of those other 
boys, weren’t you, dear,” she breathed, 
drawing him closer. “Oh, Lerton, you’re 
darling. I never thought you could be 
like this. I always believed you were a 
dead one. Kiss me!” 

And then suddenly Lamer remembered 
his role, only to be engulfed in a stulti- 
fying, crushing realization that no role 
was necessary. Enid was his, absolutely 
his — for the moment. His, just as he 
knew now she had been to others. She 

( Continued on page 59) 



She struggled and beat his 
face with futile little fists. 
" Let me go! Oh, you brute!” 
she gasped. 


SAIBOD 
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THE SPICE OF LIFE 



FLAPPER EVOLUTION 

Her first auto ride: “I’ll scream if you 
do.” 

Her fifth auto ride: “You wouldn’t 
dare.” 

Her fifteenth auto ride (weakly) : 
“Don’t, stop.” 

Her fiftieth auto ride: “Wotta man!” 

* * * 

Wife (on shopping tour) — Is my face 
dirty, or is it my imagination? 

Husband — I can’t see your imagina- 
tion, but your face is clean. 

* * * 

He — I just proposed to Mary, Father. 
She owns that $100,000 estate just east 
of here. 

Father — For the land’s sake, son. — 
Black and Blue Jay. 

* ' * * 

“Pm in love, and I’m loved. 

“You lucky girl.” 

“No, I’m not, it’s not the same man.” 
* * * 

Excited Voice (over ’phone) : “Quick 
doctor, an auto just run down my moth- 
er-in-law, and she’s at death’s door, come 
over, please, and see if you can’t pull her 
through.” 

* * * 

Some girls, when in love, will do any- 
thing. Others are more prudent. 


Any girl who has reached sixteen, and 
hasn’t been kissed, needn’t fear, she’ll 
reach sixty the same way. 

* * * 

Mae — So Freddie is teaching vou base- 
ball ? 

Roe — Yes, and when I asked him what 
a squeeze play was, I think he put one 
over on me. 

* * * 

PARIS PARLEY 

“Want a guide? I can show you every- 
thing you ought to see!” 

“Go away! I want someone who can 
show me the things I oughtn’t to see !” 

* * * 

Old Lady (to man in telephone booth) 

— You’ve been in there twenty minutes 
now and haven’t said a word, this is no 
place to rest. 

Man — But madam, I’m talking to my 
wife. 

* * * 

Sweet Thing (at bazaar) — Will you 
take a chance on a hand embroidered 
pillow for a dollar? 

Bad Boy — Any pillow will do me, 
when do we meet? 

* * * 

“There are two kinds of flat tires — 
both make you stop.” — Black and Blue 
Jay. 
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He wrote and told her he was sending 
her a set of “honeymoon undies” for her 
birthday. She wondered what on earth 
they were. 

A fortnight passed, and still no parcel ■ 
came. 

And then understanding dawned on 
her. 

* * * 

AT THE BALL PARK 

She — What are all those holes in the 
fence for? 

He — Those, oh. they’re knot holes. 

She — Idiot, do you think I’m blind. 

* * * 

“Heh, heh ! I remember my girl was 
talking a blue streak when we went over 
the embankment.” 

"What was she saying?” 

“No .” — Virginia Reel. 

* * * 

WHAT’S THIS? 

He — But dear, I am sure I could never 
find my way out here again. 

She — Oh, foolish boy, just ask any 
taxidriver, he’ll know. 

* * * 

TRUE TO FORM 

A girl from a telephone exchange fell 
asleep while at church. 

The preacher, announcing the hymn, 
said : 

“Number 428.” 

At that moment the girl awoke. 

“I’ll ring ’em again,” she murmured. 
“I’m trying to complete your call.” 

* * * 


Many a chorus girl who cares little for 
a man, lives on his account. 

* * * 

FIGUREATIVELY SPEAKING 

Small Boy — Pa, what is the meaning 
of the figure of speech ? 

Father — That, my son, is the newest 
name for your Ma. 

* * * 

“Have you known her long?” 

“Long? say kid, I knew her when she 
wore that fur coat on Sundays only.” 

* * * 

Nice girls are like the red traffic light, 
just as you begin, sailing smoothly, to 
reach a certain point, it flashes, and then 
you have to stop. 

* * * 

Johnny A and Billy B , 

Are both in love with Phyllis C ; 

But Phyllis C tells me that she 

For neither of ’em cares a D . 

* * * 

Q — How many in that berth? 

A — Only one. Here's our ticket. — 
Cornell Widow. 

* * * 

“John!” shrieked Mrs. Professor, as 
she caught her husband sitting with his 
young and pretty secretary’s shingled 
head nestling against his greying one. 

“Don’t get hysterical, my dear,” said 
the savant softly. “I am but attempting 
to disprove in a practical way the ancient 
adage that you can’t put young heads on 
old shoulders.” 

(Continued on page 42) 



18 


PEP! 



PEP! 


19 


WHAT IS IT? 

Luke had it before. Paul had it behind 

Matthew never had it at all. 

All girls have it once. Boys cannot have it. 

Old Mrs. Mulligan had it twice in succession. 

Mr. Lowell had it before and behind, and 
he had it twice as often behind as before. 

se>se<3©0e<s<s>s>s>s>3^^ 


THE ANSWER TO THIS BAFFLING MYSTERY CAN BE 
FOUND ON P. 48 
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This study of a figure while unlike those usu- 
ally used in this hook is charming for its 
grace. The body while a trifle more mature 
than those generally used is proportioned per- 
fectly. 

— I’HOTO BY HAROLD DEAN CARSEY 
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A Sinner in Hopeville 

By Charlton L. Edholm 


Will a scarlet past, when brought to light, block a 
young girl’s right to happiness f 


M l L L Y SELDON’S 
cheeks were flushed 
a deep red — a flush 
that went below the 
surface and hurt her 
very soul. She sank 
down on the fallen 
tombstone and 


sobbed. 

“Oh Uncle Jim, Uncle Jim! Did you 
ever have anything to hide?” 

For Milly had just met Mrs. Penelope 
and that good woman had demanded the 
story of her life. Not that Mrs. Pene- 
lope had any right to pry into the past 
of this girl — but that was the wav of 
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Hopeville. 

Hopeville! How Milly had loved that 
name at first ! Now she knew the town, 
knew it was just as cold and forbidding 
as Nature had arranged it on that day 
when* she first came to Hopeville. With 
chill fingers Autumn had stripped this 
New England landscape of all tender- 
ness. There was no compassion in the 
sun’s meager warmth ; it held only a 
threat of the Winter that was ahead. 

With the cold wind piercing her, Milly 
had explored the whole neighborhood, 
her frank grey eyes sparkling, her cheeks 
glowing as she faced the breeze, her 
blonde hair flowing about her face. As 
she walked she whistled a gay little tune 
and her feet caught the rhythm of the 
song. She loved to walk, and though the 
stark hills repelled her, she found a grim 
pleasure in wandering along the rocky 
paths that zigzagged to the rounded sum- 
mits. 

It was on that first day in Hopeville 
that she had found the old graveyard in 
its bleak and unprotected setting on the 
hillside. She had wandered among the 
graves and held whimsical conversations 
with, the dead. Her eyes caught the 
words : 

"Faithful Benson, aged 76, daughter 
• of John and Hannah Benson.’’ 

A spinster ! Would she be the kind to 
understand? Had there been a beautiful 
courtship in her life, and had she then 
remained faithful to that dead lover? 
Perhaps love and passion had never come 
to this woman to torture her soul. 

Milly turned to another grave that had 
taken her fancy. It read : 

“James Horner, aged sixty-five.’’ 

His marble tombstone lay flat on the 
grave. No one had thought it worth 
while to raise it again. He was forgot- 
ten! 

Milly felt a kinship with that grave. 
And she had adopted James Homer. 

“Uncle Jim, I’m going to make good 
here. You watch me! And if you see 
me stepping aside one little bit, just jerk 
my sleeve. I’ll understand.” And the 
girl’s face rippled with smiles as she pat- 
ted the marble stone lovingly. There was 
a simplicity about her candid expression 
and delicately moulded features that gave 
her an appearance of childlike innocence. 

“I’ve always wanted an uncle just like 


you. Good, kind and full of love!- — 
Great strength of character! Oh there’s 
nothing like a strong man who couldn’t 
ever be led away by temptation. That’s 
you, Uncle Jim!” 

And to this grave, dreary and forgot- 
ten, the girl often came. Her joys and 
sorrows alike she cast upon the grave 
and imagined he shared them. Milly 
found none of the gruesomeness that 
most people find in a cemetery. It was 
like a story book to her. She liked to 
weave a romance about these people, or 
to imagine the joys, the struggles, the be- 
setting sins of their lives. 

Today Milly’s smile was bitter. She 
had loved Hopeville in spite of its aus- 
tere appearance. She had loved its peo- 
ple in spite, of their tendency to pry out 
all the secrets of their neighbors. At first 
it seemed to her that there was a per- 
sonal protection in the boasted upright- 
ness of the town. Its appearance of pur- 
ity and comfort, the trim white homes 
with green shuttered windows, along the 
tree shaded street, soothed her troubled 
soul and gave her promise. 

And Milly had needed this promise of 
hope. She had torn herself away from 
the city and from her old associates. She 
was sick of a life of dissipation, and in 
the six months since she had taken the 
position in the office of the Textile Mills 
in Hopeville, she had experienced a real 
joy that she had never known before. 

It was always with a singing heart that 
Milly Seldon entered the office. Her em- 
ployer, John Middleton, was kind. It 
was an awkward kindness, to be sure. He 
was slow in his movements, slow to see 
when he could be of help. By the time 
he had raised his tall, stooped figure to 
give her a hand in moving the typewriter 
or a heavy chair, the girl would have it 
in place and be at her work, unconscious 
of the fact that he had desired to help. 
She was independent, never asking him 
to do things for her, rather surprised if 
he did. But the man’s kindly brown 
eyes and serious, thoughtful face, assured 
Milly of security in his friendship. 

Here, where she worked with him, was 
her real home. She found pleasure in 
doing the work that nothing else in life 
had given her. With the young people on 
their sleighing parties or dances, her 
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mind might glimpse for a moment, her 
old associates in the city, but at the office 
they never stole in to trouble her. 

John Middleton was not slow in seeing 
that Milly enjoyed her work and did it 
with a thoroughness that he had never 
before found in a secretary. He loved 
to watch her. Engrossed in her work 
she seemed to flit about the room, her 
cheeks flushed, her eyes aglow with eag- 
erness. At first he had looked at her in 
some alarm, she seemed so frail beside 
the country girls of his acquaintance ; and 
she worked so steadily, her long delicate- 
ly shaped fingers almost flew as they flut- 
tered the pages of the ledger or pressed 
the keys of her typewriter. 

It was only occasionally that their talk 
turned on other matters than the work of 
the office. Once, when she had been 



Sometimes as she caught a glimpse of her 
straight young body she zvondered if her whole 
life zvas to be wasted. 


there only a day or two, he had stopped 
in the middle of dictating a letter and 
with a chuckling laugh said, “Oh Miss 
Seldon, you know you have to keep your 
toes to a chalk mark here, or the .good 
citizens of our town will formally invite 
you to go elsewhere.” Milly had given a 
little start and then laughed with him. 

“Oh you laugh, but it wasn’t a laugh- 
ing matter for Amos Smith and his wife. 
They were harboring an undesirable 
character in their home, and so the whole 
family had to go.” 

Milly looked at him with astonishment. 
She wasn’t laughing now. “But how 
could they make them go ? I didn’t know 
a town could do such a thing.” 

“Ah you have much to learn, Miss Sel- 
don, about the ways of a small New Eng- 
land town. And you must remember that 
an upright town had to keep its good 
reputation. That was a Puritan custom 
and a mighty good one. That’s what I 
was told when I tried to intercede for 
the Smiths. I’m just warning you in ad- 
vance, you see,” and John Middleton 
leaned back in his chair and laughed 
heartily. “Yes, it’s a highly proper town, 
Miss Seldon!” Then he finished dictat- 
ing the letter without further comment. 

John Middleton was the pride of 
Hopeville. A bachelor, owner of the 
Textile Mills, comfortably off, good- 
looking in a way, he was popular in the 
community: one upon whom all mothers 
with growing daughters, turned calcu- 
lating eyes. 

Here in the narrowing atmosphere of 
a small town, John Middleton had grown 
up, and it was natural that he had im- 
bibed some of the smugness of his vil- 
lage. He felt himself a giant in strength 
when he faced temptation. This very 
strength made him inclined to be intoler- 
ant with weakness either in man or 
woman. 

There were times when he saw the 
narrowness of his life and grew weary 
of it. He yearned for a broader vision 
than Hopeville could give. Some day he 
was going to leave it. This he had told 
himself for years. But for the last few 
months it had been in his mind so strong- 

( Continued on page 48) 
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Interesting compositions can always be made 
with the aid of a mirror. This photograph 
shows a beautiful face and the upper half of <i 
body that is perfect in its flesh tones. 



A Literal Eve 


By John McColl 


“1 just won’t wear that costume,” 
She stormed, but Mr. Saul, 
The manager, commanded, 

“Wear that or none at all.” 


She was quite lit’ral miaded. 

That evening Mr. Saul 
Was horrified to see her 
Dancing in “none at all”! 


Teddy Talbot Tattles 




HOOPS ! Here I am 
in New York, and 
there’s Times Square 
out there through the 
east window, and 
Broadway running 
through it slantwise 
like a loose chemise 


ribbon, and oh boy, Fve arrove. It was 
a long pull from Altoona, Pa., but it 
hadda be done. So I parked the particu- 
lar boy friend with a safe little female 
with tortoise-shell glasses, — told her to 
take good care of him while I was gone — 
threw a slipper and an extra pair of un- 
dies in a bag- — and hopped on board a 
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wonderful gorgeous choo-choo that set 
me down right in the middle of the great 
big city. Oooh — I hope it’s as wicked as 
it’s cracked up to be — I’m gonna have 
more fun! 

* * * * 

First stop beauty parlor — oh, what 
they didn’t do to little Teddy! I look 
two years younger and ten years wiser. 
It’s all over now as far as the home folks 
are concerned. If they saw me they’d 
disown me. What a bob — I always was 
a red-head but never quite so arrogant 
about it. . . arrogant is the word. Gettin’ 


a past is like leamin’ to swim — all you 
have to do is relax . . . 

* * * * 

Lost in the underground caverns ! 
Chapter Two in our heroine’s spectacu- 
lar arrival in the wilds of New York! It 
all happened when I went out to see the 
city with the mistaken idea that there was 
only one subway. I think they’re most 
confusing, and I don’t see how a girl all 
by her lonesome can be expected to find 
her way with only station signs you can’t 
read through the dirty car windows to 
guide her. Finally rescued by a chival- 
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rous subway guard and a properly sym 
pathetic policeman. Never mind, I won’t 
ride in subways long — not after I meet 
some great big he-men with nice, fat 
pocketbooks. 

* * * * 

Men are funny things. There was the 
strange bird in the next Pullman chair 
to mine on the long trek from Altoona. 
Not bad-looking at all, only he was so 
damn’ serious. After he’d almost made 
up his mind five times to speak to me — I 
could see it in the whites of his eyes — he 
starts scribbling on a piece of paper and 
then shoves it at me, registerin’ nervous- 
ness. I take it and read : 

Conz’ention is a funny word 
It almost breaks my heart 
It should mean “Come together” 
But does mean “Stay apart.” 

Well, I thought that was cute and said 
so, and after that there was no restrain- 
ing him. He killed the time between 


Tyrone and Harrisburg with the weath 
er; but by the time we pulled through 
Conewago he was hitting on all twelve 
and telling me what a wonderful little 
girl I was and you know the rest of that 
story. Always grateful for a little ap- 
preciation, that’s me ; and as for the rest, 
we’ll see if he looks me up in a coupla 
days as he promised. Not that I’m los- 
ing any sleep about it — time enough for 
that later. Plenty of other fish in the 
Aquarium 

* * * * 

Frantic telegram from the slate and 
anthracite baron of Altoona — that’s Dad 
—COME HOME AT ONCE STOP 
OTHERWISE GO TO DEVIL. Wired 
reply WILL DO NEITHER UNTIL 
NECESSARY. That’s that. I guess 
Dad doesn’t know I’m more to be petted 
than scorned. 

Who knows what another day will 
bring? W'hat I’ve seen I’ve liked. Ni- 
night, boys — see you tomorrow ! 
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ART 

of the 

CAMERA 




In selecting poses for models the photographer 
must remember that certain parts of the body 
become distorted in difficult positions. This 
photograph is unusual in its fineness of line. 

— PHOTO BY HERMAN 
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Combining an alluring expression with a deli- 
cate drapery arrangement, makes this study an 
unusually attractive one. The pose of the figure 
is at once arresting and pleasing to the eye. 

— PHOTO BY HERMAN 




PEP! 


Flawless beauty of line is shown in this study 
of a back. Note the perfect sweep from the 
nape of the neck to the tip of the toe. The 
arms outstretched in graceful position also add 
to creating an exquisite piece of work. 

— PHOTO BY HENNINGSEN 
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This photograph is unusual in that it combines 
a graceful back with a glimpse of a well- 
rounded breast. The position of the arm at the 
head and the facial expression finish an artistic 
composition. 


— PHOTO BY EDWIN BOWER HESSER 




The Law of Averages 


By Algernon Free 


When a beautiful girl goes broke in Paris and is rescued 
by a blase young American, there are more ways than 
one of settling the score 


M ARTIN had decided 
to go nowhere for the 
evening. His apart- 
ment, filled with the 
trophies of his many 
travels, was more 
real comfort than any 
of the expensive ho- 
tels, clubs or night clubs. 

He lolled comfortably in Japanese 
dressing gown and slippers in a chair 
that aided and abetted lolling magnifi- 
cently, and improved his sadly neglected 
smoke ring' technique. 

Feeling that peculiar sensation which 
comes to one who is convinced that there 
is another person in the room with them, 
though no objective thing has been no- 
ticed, Martin swung around to behold a 
vision of loveliness, more roseate than 
any of his dreams. He could not recall 
her name, nor their place of meeting, but 
that they had met he felt quite certain. 
For just a moment he was afraid that 
she was merely a trick of his subcon- 
scious, a hallucination called up and viv- 
idly objectified by his dreaming mind. 
But she moved toward him and held out 
both of her hands. He rose and took 
both of them into his own. They were 
cool and soft — like rose petals and, obey- 
ing a whimsical impulse he bent over and 
touched his lips to them, noting that they 
were white and pink, literally perfumed 


of youth — the hands of a girl not more 
than twenty. 

“You gave me quite a start,” he con- 
fessed. She smiled lightly, like a child 
pleased with the consummation of some 
joke. 

“Don’t you know what possessed me 
to do it,” she pronounced in liquid tones, 
faintly husky, reminding him of the skin 
of a fresh peach. “Found the front door 
ajar, pushed it open, saw that delicious 
oriental lamp in the hall with its warm 
red glow, and just naturally came along 
in — quite dreadful, wasn’t it?” 

Martin was aware that he was acting 
like a schoolboy. He had not even asked 
her to be seated. He just stood there 
and frankly admired her. She took him 
literally by the throat, used as he was to 
feminine beauty, there is a magic in youth 
that surmounts all degrees of sophistica- 
tion. Trying vainly to recall her name he 
motioned her to a chair, but she shook her 
head and leaned gracefully back against 
the table which stood by his chair. He 
sank back into the chair and stared up at 
her charmed but disconcerted. 

“It’s an ideal setting for you — this 
room,” she went on, serious now. I’ve 
often thought of you in the last two 
years, and always I’ve seen you in some 
such setting as this. You are, I think, 
the nicest looking, if also the most dan- 
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"You remember, it was at the Amcricaine, shortly after midnight. You were all alone at a 


gerous looking male I have ever encoun- 
tered. I’ve tried more than once to de- 
scribe your hair, black and shot with lit- 
tle flecks of white, to girls who bragged 
about good looking men they have known, 
but I’d sort of forgotten exactly how it 
looked.” 

If he had not known that the notion 
was absurd, he would have thought that 
he was blushing. 


“You haven’t changed a bit,” she went 
on, leaning back in contemplation against 
the table, displaying graphically the tiger- 
like softness and flexible beauty of her 
superb young body beneath the clinging, 
shiny material of the evening gown 
which she wore. 

“You’re just exactly as you were that 
night in Paris . . .” 

Like a flash, half memories stabbed at 
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lal/le, looking divinely bored ... if you could 


know how good you looked to me ’then." 


him, but he could not drag them wholly 
into the conscious. 

“1 more than half believe you’ve for- 
gotten,” she chided him with an adorable 
pout that for the moment banished twin 
dimples. As she went on, memory grad- 
ually came to him, and the reason also 
came why he had not at once recognized 
her. In Paris, she had been merely a 
beautiful young girl ; since then she had 


blossomed, come into the full beauty and 
bloom of youth at its most adorable stage 
“You remember, it was at the Ameri- 
caine, shortly after midnight. You were 
all alone at a table, looking quite divinely 
bored ; I knew that you were about to 
leave — and oh, if you could know how 
good you looked to me then. A country- 

( Continued on page 56) 
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No more interesting problem faces the artist 
than the fusing of the white of the body with a 
drapery of contrasting whiteness. The pearls, 
in this instance, have been shaded to enhance 
the tones of this girlish figure. 

— PHOTO BY HERMAN 


The Price of Passion 


By Francis Drake 


Jazz, liquor and a stunning man may cause an innocent 
girl to succumb, — but how about facing the music when 
the blare subsides f 


WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE 

Flo, an unawakened girl of eighteen, 
comes to Hollywood to go into the movies 
at the suggestion of her friends, Mrs. 
Patterson and her daughter, Thelma. 
Thelma, who is already in pictures, gets 
her a start as an extra, where she meets 
Dick Jordan, the popular leading num. 

Dick becomes interested in her and in- 
vites her to see a preview of his latest 
picture. Mrs. Patterson, who is familiar 
with Hollywood tactics, urges Flo to go 
and gives her some of her own clothes. 
After the picture Flo and Dick motor to 
the “X” Club, where her stunning ap- 
pearance, the crowds, the jazz and many 
drinks stir the flames of passion in Flo. 
She forgets everything except that she 
zvants Dick’s burning caresses and when 
he tenderly picks her up in his arms and 
carries her out of the room she remains 
in a delicious stupor that asks for noth- 
ing but ardent lover. Let Flo tell the rest 
of it herself : — 


When I woke up, it seemed that I had 
been through a beautiful dream. I rubbed 
my eyes sleepily and in the soft light of 
a rose-shaded lamp I saw Dick pacing 
up and down the room nervously smok- 
ing a cigaret. He turned quickly when 
he heard me move and in an instant he 
was by my side. “Where am I?” was 
all I could say. 

“It’s all right, darling,” he said quiet- 


ly. “This is our little love-nest ... we are 
still in the “X” Club . . . just a little pri- 
vate room . . . how do you feel?” 

I sat up on the satin covered lounge 
and looked about me in amazement. It 
was a small room with a large French 
window leading out to a little balcony 
The furniture was tinted a light rose 
color and there were thick Chinese rugs 
on the floor. 

“Oh, Dick, how did I ever get here?” 
I asked, thoroughly puzzled. 

“I carried you up, sweetie . . . thought 
you needed a little rest. Shall we go 
down and dance a little and have a bite?” 

“What time is it?” I asked, feeling In- 
wardly that something terrible had hap- 
pened. 

“It’s only one o’clock . . . early yet . . . 
come on — what do you say ?” 

I got up and looked at myself in the 
mirror. My hair was mussed and my 
frock had become unhooked. I arranged 
my hair and dabbed some powder on my 
face as Dick came up behind me and 
hooked the dress. “You’re my little 
sweetheart now — and we’ll have some 
wonderful times.” Then he put his arms 
around my waist and kissed the back of 
my neck. I didn’t quite understand what 
he meant as my mind was all confused. 
I was still sleepy and in a mysterious 
haze. 

“Please take me home, Dick,” I said 


40 

as he turned me around and kissed me 
again on the mouth. I felt sick at my 
stomach and my mouth was as dry as 
dust. “I’ll never drink another thing as 
long as I live !” I sobbed as he led me 
down the narrow staircase that opened 
out on the balcony outside the dance 
door. 

On our way out the check girl gave 
Dick his hat and said with a half-cynical 
smile, “It’s a wild night for the sailors.” 
He smiled back and gave her a dollar tip. 

I went to sleep on Dick’s shoulder on 
the way home and had a terrible dream 
that something gruesome had happened. 
All night I tossed and turned in my bed. 
I felt so strange — like a different person. 
* * * * 

After that night things happened fast. 
Mrs. Patterson and Thelma left for New 
York shortly as Thelma had to make 
some scenes for her new picture there. 
That left me alone in the house, except 
for the servants and a Mrs. Jameson, 
who was to live with me as a chaperon. 

1 learned later that she was what is 
called a “professional mother.” That is, 
she acted as “mother,” or chaperon for 
single girls who were working in the 
movies. She was a flashily dressed old 
lady and knew her business. Never 
once did she warn me that I was playing 
with fire. In fact, she used to encourage 
me to go to places with Dick and never 
said a word when we stayed out until 
the early hours of the morning. 

Almost every night Dick would bring 
some of his “private stock” and we 
would mix cocktails and then drive out 
in his car. Then we always went to the 
“X” Club. No matter where we were 
driving, he would say, “Honey, let’s 
drop in the old place and see what’s up.” 
It always ended the same way — more 
drinks and then the little love-nest. But 
it was as much my fault as his. 

1 had really learned to love Dick. He 
was so kind to me and all the girls on the 
“lot” were jealous of the attention he 
paid me. While I didn’t look to him as 
my “meal-ticket,” I did realize that he 
could help me to success in the movies. 
Besides — and this is the part that I am 
ashamed of — I really had become de- 
pendent on his love. 

After that first night, it seemed that 
each minute that we were together was a 
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bit of Heaven. The real fact was that 
it was a bit of Hell dragging me down to 
its flaming depths at a fearful pace 
Those wild nights at the “X” Club 
brought out everything that was vile in 
my nature. I was only happy when Dick 
was loving and caressing me ; and when 
1 was alone a sharp pang of passion 
w'ould go through me like a knife — and 
1 would long for him 

The next month was a happy one for 
me — but it was too passionately hectic to 
last 

* * * * 

The abrupt end came like a shot in the 
night. We were planning to have dinner 
together at home and then go to the “X” 
Club after, and Dick Was to meet me at 
seven at my house. He was an hour late. 
When he came in, I saw in an instant 
that something was wrong. His face was 
flushed and he was as nervous as a cat. 
He walked right past me to the kitchen 
and called me after him. He had taken 
a bottle of whiskey from his coat and 
was pouring a drink as I reached his 
side. 

“Dick, what on earth is the matter?” 

I asked frantically. 

.“Pack up in fifteen minutes, we’re 
leaving.” That is all he said. As he 
reached for the bottle again, I rushed 
up to him and flung my arms around his 
neck and started to cry. “Please tell me 
what’s the matter— Oh Dick, you look 
terrible !” He kissed me lightly ; his 
breath was reeking with liquor and it 
sickened me. 

Finally he looked me straight in the 
eyes. “Flo, sweetheart — something has 
happened ... we are going to leave Cali 
fornia for a little while . . . we’ll drive 
down to Tia Juana tonight . . . See a 
little of Mexico . . . don’t worry, every- 
thing will be all right . . . I’ll explain 
later . . . just you hurry and get ready ” 

1 was frantic. What had caused this sud 
den change in him? Before I could move, 
he said sharply, “Hurry up and pack.” 

I don’t know to this day what force 
within me prompted me to obey him 
Possibly it was the thought of having 
him leave me. I knew that would kill 
me. I wanted him to come up and help 
me get ready, but he stayed right in the 
kitchen and drank whiskey and smoked 
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one cigarette al < another Mrs. Jame- 
son was away so we left a note. Dick 
told me what u write. It simply said 
“Called away unexpectedly — letter fol 
lowing. Flo & Dick.” 

Just then the thought struck me to ask 
about the picture we were working in. 
“What will Milton sav when we don’t 
show up at the studio tomorrow?” I 
asked anxiously. He grew impatemt 
and looked at his wrist-watch. “Oh, to 
hell with him — he can take some of the 
“shots” without me, and I tell vou WE 
MUST GO NOW!” 

We drove for miles at a reckless speed 
without a word. Finally he stopped the 
car beside a lonely road, drew out his 
flask and took a long drink. Then he lit 
a cigarette and drew me to him. 

“Honey, she is after me again ... it 
would ruin both of our lives if she ever 
found me in Hollywood with you 
we must stay away until the thing blows 
over ” 

“What thing ... if who finds out?” I 


cried in amazement. Then he explained 
the cause of our hurried flight in slow . 
even tones. 

As 1 look back 1 don’t see how he 
could have been so calm. Every word 
was like a dagger stuck in my heart— 
and he was so matter-of-fact ; it nearly 
killed me. 

* * * * 

Needless to say, by the time we had 
been shown to our rooms in the hotel in 
Tia Juana I was ready to die. Why 
hadn’t he told me before that he was 
married? No one in Hollywood knew 
it. The “writeups” in the moving pic- 
ture magazines always spoke of him as 
the “charming bachelor of filmdom.” And 
now His wife had come from Chicago to 
cause trouble. She had friends in Holly- 
wood who had kept the secret but who 
had written her about me 

I could see my dreams of the future 
going up like the smoke of a burning 

( Continued on page 58) 



And Still More Spice 


A LASSO NEEDED 

“Hello, Alice, heard you’re getting 
married.” 

“Yes, on the second.” 

“The second of January?” 

“No, the second he proposes.” 

* * * 

He — Elaine dear, I’ll give you a pretty 
bracelet if you’ll leave your sister and I 
alone. 

Elaine — I don’t want a pretty bracelet. 

He — Then what do you want ? 

Elaine — I wanna watch. 

* * * 

The modern novel — those facts about 
people that were formerly kept exclu- 
sively for the family physician. 

* * * 

The plot of a new play which the Cen- 
sor has banned is that a woman gets 
“tight,” mistakes her husband’s friend 
for her husband, and next day isn’t sure 
how far her indiscretion has gone. 

We’ll lay 5 to 1 that, had the play been 
produced, she’d be the only person in the 
theatre to have the least doubt about it. 
* * * 

Wellesley — I never kiss a new ac- 
quaintance for twenty-four hours. 

Smith — Heavens, I never kiss anybody 
for more than twenty minutes! — Mass 
Voo Doo. 




“Talking about the weather, this sure 
is the fraternity kind.” 

“How come?” 

“Everybody is getting the grip.” 

♦ ♦ * 

INTEREST AND PRINCIPLE 
She — No, Harry, it’s my principle nev- 
er to pet while motoring. 

He — Then if I park will you pay me 
a little interest. 

* * * 

MEAN, MEAN MEN 
Mildred — Does your husband talk in 
his sleep? 

Helen — No, and it’s most aggravat’ng 
to sit there and just watch him smile. 

* * * 

WINGED FROM THE “WINGS” 

“I’ve got a speaking part in the next 
show. Have you too, darling?” 

“No! The producer said I was too 
beautiful for words !” 

* * * 

TRUE, QUITE TRUE 
“I’m cutting quite a figure,” said the 
vanity beauty, as she was hurled through 
the windshield in the auto accident. 

* * * 

Kid (after ringing the doorbell nine 
times) — ’S all right, mamma, it’s not the 
installment man — ’s only me. 
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She — What are you trying to pull off? 

He— You ought to know. You dress 
yourself, don’t you? — Minnesota Ski-U- 
Mah. 

* * * 

Very soon might be “The most-mar- 
ried woman in the world, formerly 
known as the best-dressed woman in the 
world 1” 

* * * 

“Poor little girl, you’re lost, are you. 
why didn’t you hang on to your mother’s 
dresses ?” 

Little Girl: “I couldn’t reach them.” 

* * * 

The title of a new film is, “Why Do 
Women Love?” 

Sometimes, surely, it is to pay a little 
bill ! 

* * * 

POLISHED 

“What special courses is your daughter 
taking at college?” 

“Cigarette inhalation, high-ball con- 
struction, genteel snubbing and general 
cosmetics.” 

* * * 

IT’S ACCORDING 

She — Do you always take the other 
girls for such long rides? 

He — No, it’s not always necessary. 

* * * 

He — What were you doing this after- 
noon, when I ’phoned you? 

She — I was helping father around the 
house. 

He — Was he drunk again? 


“I cannot say ‘Yes,’ Harry, but I prom- 
ise I will always be a sister.” 

“What! a sister to me? No, you 
won’t.” 

“Why, yes, Harry. Your brother pro- 
posed to me last night and I accepted.” 

* * * 

Grandma— Why does Harold keep 
calling you his baby doll? 

Betty — I don’t know ; maybe it’s be- 
cause I keep him up so late nights. 

UNANIMOUS 

“Gosh, what a fright I got at the party 
last night!” 

“Since you mention it, I’ll say she 
was.” 

* * * 

She — Do you know why I refused 
you? 

He — I can’t think. 

She — That’s right. 

* * * 

He — Do you flirt? 

She — That’s my business. 

He — That’s mine, too. Let’s incor- 
porate. 

* * * 

He — You’re the only girl I ever loved. 

She — Do you expect me to believe it? 

He — Why not? Others have. 

* * * 

“Stop sniffling, little boy. Can’t you 
do something with your nose?” the aus- 
tere old lady asked on the crowded street 
car. 

“Yes’m,” returned the lad politely, “I 
can keep it out of other folks’ business.” 
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In making photographs for theatrical use, the 
different drapes used will differentiate them 
from the usual run. In this case Thelma Parr, 
the model , need only smile and there's a world 
of a difference. 

— PHOTO BY EDWIN BOWER HESSER 



STAGE and SCREEN 


Comment and Review on the New York Theatres 


UST about this time, 
when one is begin- 
ning to look longing- 
ly at bed-room slip- 
pers, lounging robe, 
open fireplaces, a good 
snappy magazine 
such as PEP! and 
one’s favorite pipe, the Shuberts would 
come out with such a revue as Gay Paree. 
Say, how can a fellow (or even a girl) 
stay at home when wherever he goes he’s 
greeted with, “Have you seen Gay 
Paree?" Well, we went — and Oh. migosh 
— it’s gorgeous. The scenery and cos- 
tumes are indescribably beautiful. Such 
lavishness and splendor has seldom, if 
ever before, been seen on the New York 
stage. The various scenes follow one 
another in rapid succession, closely inter- 
woven with laughter, song and dancing. 
There’s a chorus of beautiful dancing 
girls who are perfectly trained. Their 
rapidity of movement, originality of step- 
ping and grouping defies competition. 
Then, at the Winter Garden, Chic Sales 
and Winnie Lightner are always depend- 
able for peppy, delightful comedy. It’s 
no use talking — Gay Paree is the gayest 
and most impressive entertainment in 
town. You’ll simply have to go and see 
it. that’s all. 

* * * 

If you’re inclined to do some more 
stepin' and want some more of the swift- 
moving, easy-to-look-at kind of amuse- 
ment, then your next bet is Oh, Kay! 
Before we tell you what it’s about we’ve 
simply got to give you a littie history of 
the show. (‘Y’know, that’s usual with 
those who prescribe, n’est-ce pas?) To 
continue : Gertrude Lawrence, the star, is 
one and the same of Chariot's Revue 
tame. George Gershwin, who wrote the 
music for Tip-Toes and Lady Be Good, 
has in no way diminished his delightfully 
original style in this piece. Why, already 


we’re whistling Do Do Do and Clap Those 
Hands. And the humorous lines being 
supplied by Guy Bolton and P. G. Wode- 
house, what more could you want in one 
show'? Oh, Kay! is smart, sophisticated 
and delightful ; don’t miss it. 

* * * 

And so. Twinkle, Twinkle, at the Lib- 
erty, coming after the aforementioned 
splendor, does suffer un pea. It’s a musi- 
cal comedy, w'hich follows musical com- 
edy lines nicely. It really has more of a 
plot, though, than most musical shows 
and much more laughs. The music is 
enjoyable, but that chorus ! What pep ! 
w'hat charm ! what dancers, and yop ! 
what lookers. Every time they come on, 
the whole stage seems to vibrate with mo- 
tion and rhythm. Don’t worry' about this 
one, — while it doesn’t throw a gang of 
spectacular headliners at you, it does 
promise heaps of fun through the efforts 
of Joe E. Browm and Flo Lewis. 

’ * * * 

I f you believe in axioms ( particularly 
if you love to quote them) you’ll enjoy 
Seed of the Brute, and how ! Its plain, 
unvarnished truths and honest expres- 
sion of emotion have placed it in the cen- 
ter of the New York stage. The axiom 
we refer to — is the one about As ye sow, 
so shall ye reap. And doesn’t this small- 
town sheik find that out ! You see in his 
youth, so goes the story, this voung man 
was passionately fond of women. (We 
here emphasize the plural.) And in his 
later life the consequences of these af- 
fairs turn up unexpectedly to harass him. 
Its an obvious, truthful representation of 
a phase of life which ordinarily would be 
hidden in the skeleton closet. Robert 
Ames and Hilda Vaughn deliver two of 
the most convincing and powerful per- 
formances of the season. 

* * * 

First Love is a sweet, nothing-to-brag- 
about play. It’s a sweet nothing — Inter- 
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ruption — Our side-kick here wants to 
know whether or not Fay Bainter is noth- 
ing to brag about. Excuse us. First 
Love is a sweet, entertaining, vivacious 
play with Fay Bainter. Of course, you 
and I both know that any father who is a 
Count would balk at his son’s living with 
a no-account girl who’s in Paris studying 
medicine. What difference does it make 
that she’s pure, beautiful and oh, so good? 
None. But the grand Count unknow- 
ingly, falls in love with the same girl. 
Yes, she’s a great girl, Fay is, and Bruce 
McRae as the father is just fine. 

* * * 

Everybody knows, that is everybody 
who has as yet not passed their fifth birth- 
day — that Innocence and Virtue always 
triumph in the end. Such is the Pearl of 
Great Price, at the Casino. It’s glorified 
allegory and symbolism, polished up with 
lavish stage settings. The tale’s about a 
dear young thing from the country. Her 
name’s Pilgrim. Anyhow, to the wild 
city Pilgrim would come and almost at 
once she becomes enmeshed in the web 
of Luxury, Drunkenness, Lust, Wanton, 
Greed, Poverty, Idle Rich and so on and 
so forth, represented by exquisitely 
gowned and glittering people. There are 
some exciting moments and even a thrill 
or two but then a copy of any of Mr. 
McFadden’s true story magazines will 
teach vou the same moral lesson. 

* * * 

Say, d’yuh enjoy a bit of gossip now 
and then? Of course you do. Well, 
then, you’ll enjoy a novel stunt pulled off 
in Molnar’s delightful comedy, The Play’s 
the Thing. Oh, before we go on — This 
play of Molnar’s sets out to demonstrate 
the truth of Shakespeare’s well-known 
line, Al the world’s a stage and all the 
nten and women merely players. In the 
first act the usual introductory con- 
versation is dispensed with by the actors 
stepping to the footlights and telling the 
audience their names, ages and previous 
conditions of servitude. How’s that for 
informality? The plot’s an unusually 
good one and so terribly involved you’d 
only get all mixed up if we tried to de- 
scribe it. Holbrook Blinn is in the cast. 
That should be enough. 

* * « 

Try to keep two people apart, two peo- 
ple of the opposite sex, and see what hap- 


pens. You guessed it. They get married. 
George Kelly, author of The Show Off 
and Craig’s Wife, has written another 
splendid character portrayal with his 
Daisy May me. An ordinary, middle-class 
man who’s a bachelor and has an adopted 
daughter and two dependent married sis- 
ters — UGH ■ — m eets Daisy Mayme. 
Daisy’s a nice girl. The practical, blus- 
tering, indined-to-the-vulgar sort. What 
spinster answering Daisy’s description 
wouldn’t jump at the chance to marry the 
bachelor in the case? The opposition of 
the sisters afford some amusing and try- 
ing moments but Daisy wins. Hooray! 

* * * 

Knowing how very sprightly a Shaw 
comedy can be, we didn’t begrudge hav- 
ing to hie ourselves to the Guild Theatre 
to see his play Pygmalion. After we got 
there we were entranced. Our especial 
favorite, Lynn Fontanne, is in the piece, 
and supporting her Henry Travers, Helen 
Westley and Reginald Mason. It’s all 
about a poor little flower girl who is 
picked up in the streets by a Professor of 
Phonetics. He bets that after teaching 
her to speak correctly and then dressing 
her for the part he can pass her off as a 
Duchess. He wins. The cast is capable 
and the scenic effects excellent. There’s 
no reason why you shouldn’t enjoy this 
one. 

* * * 

Now, really, must you know about all 
the plays in town? We’re getting writ- 
er’s cramp and besides they’re all so good 
it’s a shame to discriminate. We’ll gladly 
recommend An American Tragedy and 
The Captive as the best dramas of the 
season. By all means see The Captive; 
we’ve never before had anything like this 
one and pretty soon almost every other 
play will be somewhat like it. (That be- 
cause of the box office receipts.) Broad- 
way is the best comedy drama, Countess 
Maritza is the best operetta and Oh, Kay! 
and Queen High take the musical comedy 
honors. Katja and The Wild Rose are 
tuneful and good to look at, while among 
those you ought to see are Gentlemen 
Prefer Blondes, Yellow, The Ramblers, 
Two Girls Wanted, Loose Ankles and 
The Noose. Americana furnishes enter- 
tainment in revue form for the sophisti- 
cated and George White’s Scandals, while 
not as gorgeous as Gay Paree, contains 
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more amusing features and the best tal- 
ent in any revue. The Shanghai Gesture 
and Lulu Belle, hold-overs front last sea- 
son, can be recommended as wetl-staged 
and very finely acted melodramas. 

* * * 

AND NOW FOR THE MOVIES .... 

Chester Conklin is simply grand and 
we don’t care who knows it. Every time 
we hear of a new picture being made over 
in the Paramount Studio we silently pray 
that Chester Conklin will be starred in it. 
Anyhow, we get just a bit of hint in 
We’re in the Navy Now. Wallace Beery 
and Raymond Hatton are in it too. It 
really is a hit of a picture and everybody 
seems to be enjoying it immensely. You 
will. tr>" 

* * * 

Hasn’t Norma Shearer the most beau- 
tiful features? Isn’t she darn easy to 
look at? Of course. And can’t Monta 
Bell direct some exceptionally fine pic- 
tures? Of course. Don’t the two make 
for a great picture? Of course. That’s 
that about Upstage. The story is a cork- 


ing good one about a small town stenog- 
rapher who comes to New York and gets 
a job in a theatrical office and then finally 
gets into the real thing. One certainly 
gets the “ins” on a great deal that leads 
up to star-making and it’s given to you 
in a thoroughly digestible maner. You’ll 
like Uf'rtnn/, 

* * * 

Want a picture galore with pirates, 
vampires, beautiful girls, lots of action, 
and still more pep? Then Eagle of the 
Sea is just the thing for you. Ricardo 
Cortez plays the part of a pirate who 
won’t stay put and Florence Vidor, the 
young lady who has captivated the pirate 
captain. It’s pleasant entertainment and 
in some moments almost as thrilling as the 
Black Pirate. It’s a Famous-Prayers- 
Lasky production. 

' * ♦ ♦ 

The best bets in the movies continue 
to be The Big Parade, The Scarlet Letter, 
Beau Geste, Ben Hur, One Minute to 
Play, God Gave Me Twenty Cents, Don 
Juan, Variety, Kid Boots, Vitaphonc 
with Old Bill, and The Temptress. 
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BIRTH CONTROL 

E VERY person who is married or is contemplating 
marriage should listen to a word of advice. Too. 
many people enter into the holy bonds of matrimony ab- 
solutely ignorant of any of its responsibilities. As a 
result thousands of homes are wrecked, poor and inno- 
cent men and women are made to suffer untold misery 
all because THEY DID NOT KNOW THE LAWS 
OF NATURE. 

Self-respecting, intelligent people to-day are not taking 
foolish chances, they are demanding and want to know 
all about BIRTH CONTROL and its doctrines and 
teachings. Any person who goes thru life blindly, 
ignorant of these facts is committing an injustice to 
himself and others. DON’T PAY THE TERRIBLE 
PRICE. Decide to learn all about Birth Control NOW! 
Later may bi too late. 


What a Few Grateful Readers Have Written Us 

l cannot find words with which to thank you for the two 
books sent me. I learned a vast amount of information 
aiwut myself that will prove of considerable value. Every 
adult should read these books. 

Mrs. E. C.. Newark. N. J. 


I have never read any books that told me so much as the 
two I purchased from you. My eyes were opened to the 
truths I never knew existed. You are to be commended 
on distributing such splendid instructive books. Dissemi- 
nating literature of this sort will help to make this a better 
world to live In. 

Mrs. I. K.. New York City. 


Read our wonderful book, by Dr. R. E. Armitage, 
famous physician. Tells simply and clearly all you 
should know about BIRTH CONTROL, Marriage, 
etc. Discusses the following subjects: “Private Advice 
to Women; Birth Control; Too Many Children; De- 
termination of Sex; Race Suicide,” Etc. Over 200 
pages, cloth bound. ALSO “WHAT EVERY 
MOTHER AND GIRL SHOULD KNOW,” by Mar- 
garet Sanger, great Birth Control Advocate. 3 books 
for the price of 1. 

SEND NO MONEY. When the three books arrive, 
pay postman only $2.39 plus postage. 


I Sincere Publishing Co. 

I 24 E. 2 1st St., Dept. 548 New York City 

• Please send me In plain wrapper Dr / R. E. Armitage' 8 
I wonderful book "Private Advice to Women" and "What 
I Every Mother and Girl Should Know," by Mrs. Margaret 
I Sanger. When the Postman arrives I will pay him wily 
■ $2.39 plus pottage for the three books. (It you d* not 
a expect to be home when Postman arrives kindly send cash 
J or money order in advance.) 

I 

| Name ... 

I 

I Address 

I 

* City State 

I Cadi mutt aeoompany all ortlwa to be mailed outside the 
I United State*. 



A SINNER IN HOPEVILLE 

(Continued from page 23) 


ly that he had secretly made an effort to 
sell the Mills. But what to do and where 
to go? Outside of Hopeville he had no 
friends. 

It was only when Spring’s first mes- 
sage of hope showed in the bleak hills 
that Milly settled down to a feeling of 
security in her new life. She had found 
peace. 

And then Walter Brooks had come 
home from his studies in New York. He 
met Milly face to face in the village 
street and confronted her in astonish- 
ment. 

“Well of all things ! What are you do- 
ing in this town? This is certainly my 
good -luck day to find you here. Why 
did you leave New York?” 

The girl grew cold in terror as she 
recognized him. There was a nasty leer 
in his smile as he grabbed her arm. “This 
is the best news I’ve had for a long time. 
It’s good to see one of the old bunch, I 
am bored to death in this burg. But do 
tell, why did you break away from Win- 
ton? I always thought that was a real 
love affair. At least you told me that 
when you used to turn me down.” 

Milly Seldon simply stared as if she 
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were living through a nightmare. “What 
was Walter Brooks doing here? It must 
be a bad dream.” But there before her 
was the blotchy, unwholesome face of 
Walter Brooks, a face so weak that it 
disgusted the girl. 

But the insinuating voice kept on, 
“You know I always liked you Milly, and 
tried hard enough to get you away from 
Joe Winton, but you never could see me. 
Down here among these rubes you’ll be 
glad of an old friend. Hey girlie?” 

At last Milly heard her own voice, 
that seemed to echo with every sound. 
She was saying: “Walter Brooks, listen 
to me. I left New York because I 
wanted to live differently. I’m working 
here, I’m living decently and I am happy. 

I don’t want your attentions here any 
more than I did in the city. I want to 
forget all that and make good.” 

The youth leered impudently into her 
face. “So you know my mother and sis- 
ters ?” 

“I did not know they were anything to 
you. They’ve been very kind.” 

“Well, they won’t be any more, when 
I tell them what I know about you. The 
sort of life you led in New York. Of 
course I’ll not squeal on you if you’ll 
play around with me and be friends. We 
could have a good time here if you say 
the word.” 

“No, no, Walter, I can’t. My life has 
been clean since I came here and I want 
to stay. Give me a chance. Please don’t 
tell them, Walter. You were one of us 
there.” 

But Walter had his chance at last to 
break the girl. Before he had been in 
town a week, the tongues of Hopeville 
were wagging with scandal about Milly. 
The Brooks girls passed her on the street 
and openly snubbed her. And Mrs. Pene- 
lope made it her business to investigate. 

Milly decided to live down the gossip. 
She would conduct herself so that these 
people would see that whatever her past 
had been she was living right now. She 
attended church, she tried to mix with 
the young people again but was received 
with a coldness that chilled her. On the 
few occasions that Milly went to any en- 
tertainment after the scandal got about, 
she found herself cornered by the busy- 
bodies and pried with questions for the 
whole evening. 


THE SPICE OF LIFE 

( Continued ) 


Mary’s got one little fault — 

It fills her with remorse; 

No sooner’s Mary married, than. 
She wants a new divorce. 


She — I notice there are a lot of simple 
things in evening gowns this season. 

He — Yes, I have been dancing with 
one all evening. 


THE MODERN BLUSH 
I told the maiden of my love 
The color left her cheeks, 
And on the shoulder of my coat 
It showed for several weeks. 



He — You can’t wear that gown, dear, 
it shows your figure as if you have noth- 
ing on. 

She — well, there’s nothing wrong with 
my figure is there? 


POOR POP 

“Elaine, have you been smoking?” 
“No, mother.” 

“But there is tobacco odor on your 
breath.” 

“Father kissed me goodbye.” 

“But father doesn’t smoke.” 

“I know, but his secretary does.” 


so 
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AND STILL MORE SPICE 

( Continued) 



“How do you like the modern- maga- 
zine ?” 

“Well, there isn’t much under cover.” 
— Notre Dame Juggler. 


“I understand that Norwegian boys 
and girls go on skiing parties that last 
for weeks.” 

“That’s all right — if they keep their 
skis on.” 

—Lehih Burr. 


“It runs in the best of families.” 
“What’s that, a silk stocking?” 

“No, the water in the kitchen sink.” 

— Lafayette Lyre 


“What’s the difference between a wild 
horse and a. tame horse?” 

“Only a little bit.” 

— Black and Blue Jay 



Milly was frightened, confused ; and 
instead of answering up quickly without 
any hesitation, she had stammered. And 
that was an unforgivable blunder, there 
was something very suspicious about a 
person who stammered. 

There was only one place in Hopeville 
where the atmosphere was cheerful and 
sympathetic. That was in the office, and 
because John Middleton was kind and 
paid no attention to the gossip about her, 
Milly fell in love with him. 

If the man noticed her devotion he 
gave no sign of seeing it. No woman 
could find a place in his heart. He was 
certain of that. There had been a love 
affair when he was in college, more ar- 
dent on his part because of the indiffer- 
ence and coldness of the girl. He imag- 
ined that no other woman could make 
him care, and he had remained true to 
her memory even though she was married 
to another. No one in Hopeville knew the 
story, he was not a man to confide in 
anyone. Gradually the ardor of that love 
had cooled and because of that thwarted 
desire the man seemed devoid of any 
great emotion. He would often philoso- 
phize like an old man whose zest for liv- 
ing as well as the passions of life had 
quieted down. 

Day after day Milly felt his cool but 
kindly eyes watching her. She was lonely. 
She wanted love. She was made for 
love. Sometimes as she caught a glimpse 
of her straight young body she wondered 
if her whole life was to be wasted. Per- 
haps it would have been better if she had 
gone on with the old life? There had 
been love of a sort. She had left it be- 
hind because her soul was instinctively 
pure and her heart yearned for home and 
children {to be continued) 

What will be the result of Milly’ s 
meeting with Walter? Will she become 
discouraged and again sink to the old 
method of living or will she, in spite of 
his threats, make good? Read of Milly’s 
decision in next month's PFP' 
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STILL WATERS RUN DEEP 

(Continued from page 7) 


girl replied, almost coldly. 

“You’re a relief to the eyes after the 
other girl who used to wait on me,” Syd 
chatted on familiarly. “She had a lovely 
disposition — but she sadly needed it.” 

The girl smiled frigidly, but offered no 
answer. 

Syd studied her more intently. By 
Jove, unless he was greatly mistaken, she 
was actually blushing! It was apparent 
even under the delicate trace of rouge. 
He was surprised at the aura of sweet- 
ness and modesty hovering about her. It 
was a rare thing to find in a girl nowa- 
days. 

“How about a little spin when you get 
off?” he suggested audaciously. 

The girl held a spoon poised in midair 
while she favored him with the full re- 
proof of her icy eyes. 

“I don’t know you,” she said primly. 
“And he doesn’t like for us to talk too 
much with the customers.” 

The “he” she indicated with a slight 
inclination of her head was Pete, the 
olive-complexioned, portly Greek who 
owned the restaurant. He was standing 
behind the cash register talking to his 
wife, a corpulent, dowdily-dressed 
woman. 

“Oh, all right, little iceberg,” Syd re- 
torted, camouflaging his discomfiture 
with a tolerant grin. 

But it was far from being all right with 
him all the rest of the day. The girl’s 
face hovered in the background of his 
thoughts. Dreamily he contemplated how 
blissful it would be to hold her budding 
figure throbbingly close, tremoring to the 
quiver of her fresh, tempting lips under 
his. He felt that he could never be sat- 
isfied until he had experienced it. 

Now, Syd had felt that way about a 
great many other women — and anticipa- 
tion had become realization on most of 
these occasions. In fact, he had become 
somewhat cloyed with it all — kisses that 
were too fervid to be sincere, caresses 
which he suspected of being inspired by 



Does a jetting party stop -with 
a kiss or does it go furtherT 
Is spooning dangerousT At 
last the question is answered. 
See "Safe Counsel "Page 199. 


Are You Afraid 
To Love? 

Has true love come into your life — or didn't you rec- 
ognize it when it came? Are you afraid now of the 
baffling, perplexing mysteries of sex relationship? 
Are you discontented with the stupid lies and furtive 
ashamed answers the world gives you in place of 
the naked, fearless truth you desire? Do you want 
some safe, sane, unashamed advice on sex questions? 
Do you hesitate asking your doctor certain ques- 
tions? Clip coupon below, send it today without any 
money and in a few days you will receive the most 
startling surprise of your life. 

Sex Secrets 

At U»<t a book has been published that digs into sex matter* 
without fear or beating around the bush. This startling 512- 
page book , “SafeCounsel.” written by Prof .B.G. Jeff eries.M . D. , 
Ph. D. , and Prof. J. L. N ichols, A. M., contains just the informa- 
tion you want. You will be amazed at its frankness. Wordsare 
not minced. ‘‘Polite” phrases are forgotten— the right word is 
used in the right place. “SafeCounsel” contains nine startling 
sections: I. The Science of Eugenics; II. Love; III. Marriage; 
IV. Childbirth; V. Family Life; VI. Sexual Science; VII. Diseases 
and Disorders; VIII. Principles of Health and Hygiene; IX. The 

story of Life The Truth at Lost 

Here are just a few of the subjects discussed: Anatomy of sex 
organs. Private words to maidens. Mistakes to avoid. Signs of 
excesses, Law of Mutual Attraction, Answers to sex questions. 
Controlling your impulses. Spooning, Laws of Sex-Life, Se- 
cretsof a Happy Marriage. Prostitution.Rejuvenation, Advice 
to Newly Married, What men love in women, and scores of 
intimate subjects. Nothing withheld. You owe it to yourself, to 
your happiness, and your health to read this wonderful book. 

Send No Money 

simply mail the coupon 

Just clip the coupon. Send it in today. No money is required. 
In a few days when the.pt>stman brings you “Safe Counsel,” 
(in a plain wrapper) you can pay him $1.98 and postage. 
If you are not thoroughly satisfied after examination, return 
the book and we will refund your money. 

Mall the Coupon NOW 


FRANKLIN ASSOCIATION 

186 N. LaSalle St., Dept. 6410 Chicago, 111. 

Please send me your amazing 512-page book, "Safe Counsel,” in a plain 
wrapper marked "Personal.” I will pay the postman $1.98 plus pont- 
age upon arrival. If I’m not satisfied I 11 return the book within 6 days 
ana you are to refund my money. 


Name 

Street or R. F. D. 


Oity State 

(Price outside of U. S. — $2.24 cash with order) 
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fYoui* Fortune isTol«i| 
by Your DreamsJ 




DOES HE LOVE YOU? WILL YOU 
BE LUCKY? WILL YOU BE MAR- 
RIED SOON? WILLYOU BE RICH? 

Thousands of such questions are 
answered in your dreams if you 
but knew how to interpret them 
rightly. How to foretell the fu- 
ture; how dreams may put you in 
touch with the absent or departed ; 
explains dream warnings to busi- 
ness men, lovers, gamblers, peo- 
ple engaged in hazardous work: 
also warnings against faithless 
loves, false friends, enemies, 
death and disease, meaning of 
nightmares, etc. Worth $10.00 
Send No Money. Simply pay 
postman $2.4$ plus 17c postage 
when tie brings your big book. 
SINCERE PUBLISHING CO. 
24 E. 21st St. Dept. 23 New York 



DICE and CARDS 

Expert work of every kind on dice 
and cards. Dice, $5.00 per set. Cards. 
$1.-3 per deck. Sporting goods and club room furni- 
ture. Catalog free. 

L. HUNT & CO., 160 N. Wells St., Chicago, 111. 




Protect your home. New Style * 
Automatic. No Permit Neces- 
sary. Absolutely Safe and Harmless, t 
Pull trigger. Top opens revealing 
Cigarette Case or holder for Hip Flask, 
Powder Puff, Coin Purse, etc. SFNO no/ 
MONET. Pay postman $1.69 plus postage!* 
FEDERAL MAIL OROER CORPORATION V 
561 Broadway, New York, Dept. 


DAY KATHOSCOPE. Pocket De- 
tective. Everybody wants it. 

See your best girl and all she's 
doing. No one knows; you see every- 
thing. Operates in all climates; lasts 
1 detune, ready for use. $1.00 cash with order for 
this wonderful instrument and 8 astonishing French 
pictures. Kathos Co., P. O. Box 835, City Hall 
Post Office, New York City. 



ELEGANT Thin Model Guaranteed Watch 

(Jem’j 16 size, open fare, plain polished, yellow gold finished 
rase. gilt sunburst dial, equal in appearance to a $25.00 gold 
tilled watch. Fitted with an elegant FINELY TESTED. quick 
'rain LEVER MOVEMENT. FULLY GUARANTEED A 
RELIABLE TIMEKEEPER. 



Agents Wanted to advertise uur elegant watrh. Order sample 
today and we will give you a handsome Waldemar Chain and 
lut. Made Knife free. Sent C.O.D., pay postman. Agents’ 
special Price $3.7;i and postage. 

Wineholt Jewelry Co., Box 4. Woodbine, Pa. 


RARE BOOKS 

QFPRFT Memoirs of Madame De Pompadour, 
^ EjV" lY I -j 1 in two volumes, 50c; One of Cleo- 
patra's \ights, 30c; Life of Madame Du Barry. 30c; 
\ Daughter of Eve, 30c; How to Love, 30c; 2b 
Men and a Girl. 30c.. All for $2. Get yours now. 
WINEH3LT SALES CO.. Box 6, Woofioine, Pa. 


the clink of gold. Especially on that day,, 
perhaps because of a particularly hectic 
party the night before, was he surfeited 
with complaisant femininity. 

The thought of marriage at times had 
presented itself, but it had made him 
shudder. Where would he find a girl 
good enough to marry? Those of his set 
smoked and drank with him — and kissed 
him wantonly, too. How could he trust 
one of them enough to marry her ? Alas, 
he knew them only too well ! 

But the girl at the Gem — well, she was 
different. All innocence and sweetness. 
And she knew how to make a fellow keep 
his distance. Decidedly, he must con- 
trive to know her better. 

But despite the fact that he was a con- 
noisseur in that sort of thing, a month 
had slipped by before he could induce her 
to go out with him. Highly elated, he 
met her promptly at the corner she had 
designated. He was filled with smug sat- 
isfaction as she sank into the seat beside 
him in his glittering coupe, for he was 
certain she was the prettiest, daintiest girl 
in town. 

“Suppose we go out to Lake Pearl and 
canoe a while,” he suggested. “It’s about 
the coolest thing we can do.” 

The girl — he had discovered her name 
to be Jacqueline Lorren — nodded a re- 
ticent consent, so Syd swerved away 
from the heavy traffic and headed toward 
the outskirts of the city. 

Once upon the lake, with a huge, smok- 
ily-orange moon dangling overhead, he 
became intoxicated with the stirring ro- 
mance of the situation. Jacqueline looked 
lovelier than ever seated there tranquilly 
at the other end of the canoe with the 
moon’s rays making a shimmering halo 
about her wavy golden bob. An intense 
craving to crush her to his heart took 
possession of him. 

“Let’s land on Lovers’ Exile for a min- 
ute,” he proposed breathlessly, indicating 
a small, wooded island they were ap- 
proaching. 

“Isn’t it rather late?” Jacqueline de- 
murred hesitantly. 

“We won’t stay long,” Syd promised. 
“I want to experience the sensation of be- 
on a desert isle with you— just you and 
me.” 

“Silly 1” Jacqueline chided coyly, 
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lidna Tobin is one of the Gertrude Hoffman 
dancers in the second edition of A Night in 
Paris. 

— PHOTO BY DE BARRON 

laughing nervously. 

When they had seated themselves on 
the sand near the water’s edge, Syd, ex- 
perienced philanderer that he was, ex- 
tracted a silver flask from his hip pocket 
and offered it to Jacqueline. 

"Try a little sip,” he urged. “It’s only 
mild cocktail. Pre-war stuff.” 

“I never drink.” Jacqueline said, a bit 
shocked, he thought. 

And despite his urging, she remained 
firm in her refusal, indeed, became even 
indignant. So, shrugging his shoulders 
resignedly, Syd took a long drink from 
the flask. 


No More Wirry for 

MARRIED WOMEN 



Intimate personal hygiene problems need no longer 
worry married women. Now you can take advantage 
of an unusual personal service, which a New York 
chemist has extended to married women of smart 
theatrical and society circles for over 20 years. This 
service consists of a scientific infallible antiseptic pre- 
paration, which destroys all germ laden accumula- 
tions. It will not injure delicate membranes as poi- 
sonous antiseptics do. Endorsed by physicians. More 
powerful, safer, simpler to use than carbolic acid, or 
compounds containing bichloride of mercury. Con- 
tains no poison. Succeeds where all others have 
failed. Better than mechanical rubber goods. Keeps 
married women healthy, dainty, free from all worry. 
No risks. Send $1 for generous supply. C. O. D. if 
prefered. J. Bergman, Mfg. Chemist. 200 W. 94th 
Street, New York. 


Be A Detective 

Make Secret Investigations 

Earn Big Money. Work home or travel. Fasci- 
nating work. Excellent opportunity. Experience 
unnecessary. Particulars tree. Write: 

GEORGE N. WAGNER 

]■', ‘rmcr (lOicrninciit Pcti'cti: <■ 1968 Broadway. New York 


LIQUOR 08 DRUG HABIT 

PAY. Full treatment »ent on trial. Can be given secret 


CURED 
FORKVER 

__ __ ORNO 

PAY. Full treatment »ent on trial. Can be given secretly at home 
Guaranteed to free you forever from desire lor whiskey, gin, wine, 
beer, opium, morphine and heroin. Coals $2.00 if cures, nothing if it 

fail*. It ia a preventive for Poiion li «•- . . 

Laboratories 


m 


f*oiion liquor, carry it with you. Standard 
28 29 Guilford A ve„ BALTIMORE, MD. 


CURED 
FORF.VER 
OR NO 


LIQUOR 08 DRUG HABIT 

PAY. Full treatment sent on trial. Can be given secret 
Guaranteed to free you forever from desire for whiskey, gin, wine, 
beer, opium, morphine and heroin. Costs $2.00 if cures, nothing if it 
fails. It ia a preventive for Poison liquor, carry it with you. Standard 
Laboratories , , 28 29 Guilford Ave.. BALTIMORE. MD 



J&.NT 

You” 


-H/ncEe S-a/rrv 


rC-S. Ss-Xr livn% r-G. Copyrighted C- 1 .''O.YtJV 

$1 1 40 TO $3000 YEA R 

STEADY WORK 

EN -WOMEN, 18 Up 

Paid Vacations 

ommon education 

sufficient ^ 

ail Coupon 


S' 

/ 

/ 

/ Name 
Address . . 


. 'Franklin Institute 
. * Dept. EiOl 
x Rochester, N. Y. 

. Rush to me FREE of 
x cliarge 32 page book with 
■AT list of U. S. Government big 
pay positions now obtainable. 
Containing also particulars re- 
garding the salaries, hours, work, 
vacation and free sample Coaching 
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MowtoGettheMostOutoF 

MARRIAGE 

YOU MEN! 


STOP 

Fooling 



Married or unmarried, you owe it to 
yourselves to find out how to get the 
most out of love and marriage. Our big, 
strictly high class. 100% human MAGA- 
ZINE is published for MEN — but that 
. is why Women like 

I i t, tool Its articles 
are about the very 
subjects in which AH 
al Men are 

I seriously concerned. 

No fiction — but 
u niquely original, in- 
structive, in color. — 

and downrightinteresting ! Tbousandsof 
Lucky men have not missed a copy in 
past 6 years. You wil Iknow WHY when 
you see it. IT DOES NOT DUPLICATE ANY OTHER 
MAGAZINE but courageously takes up where theothersleave 
off. You will like itif you are between 21 and 45 years ef 
age, asi tis strictly for progressive and liberal-minded Adults 
who are seeking trustworthy and legitimate in- 
J^formation on LOVE, MARRIAGE, SOCIAL 
Mm HYGIENE. BIRTH- CON- s 
JgL TROL, HUMAN ANATOMY ^ 
and the many other i ntimate 
subjects related to modern so- L 
-ial and married life. Bookscan*^ 
not possibly take theplaceof this 
carefully edited Magazine. CUT 
THIS OUT — send with Si now , 

■ for 6 mo. trialaub. with 5 big Back 
■ Numbers extra! (11 copies in all.) 

SAMPLE COPY 25c. (None 
Free.) If no Back Numbers are 
wanted, just send 50 o for 4 
■I months trial. Price soon to ad- 
■I vance. Money back if not pleased! 

ll LOCOMA PUB. CO. 

w R Dept. '21 . Battle Creek, Mich. 


N EW improved 192.' jouble-action 
models priced for quick sale. '' 
Genuine white boneite handles free if you , 
order right away. Mentionnumberof gun. 
No. 1 B- Powerful six-shot swing-cylinder 
revolver; nicLel or blue steel finish 
32, 32-20, 38 or 44 cal. . . $lt 
No. 2B- Handsome five-shot break -open re- 
volver ; 32, 38 or 44 cal. . . $7.85 

No. 3B-Beautifully made seven-shot auto- 
maticwithimprovedsafety;25cal. $8.95 





I All guna 
' of finest Nf3B^ 
blue steel $^95 

All three shoot any standard American ear- 
v tridge. PAY POSTMAN ON DELIVERY 
plus postage. Money back if not satisfied. 

Consumers Co., Dept. D4B34W.28St.,N.Y. 


RARE BOOKS 

FAST in New ^Oc; A Wife’s 

Revelations, 50c; A double Life, 
50c; A daughter of Eve, 30c. All for $1.00. 
Cash or C.O D. 

WINEHOLT NOVELTY HOUSE 
Box 6, Woodbine, Pa. 



CIGARETTES — Buy your cigarettes by 
the carton and save money. 200 Camels, 
$1.50; 100 Helmar, $1.50. Cash or C.O.D. 

WINEHOLT, Mail Order Box 8 
Woodbine, Penna. 


And, as the liquor quickened his pulse, 
he became conscious of insistent little ten- 
tacles of desire tugging at his heart. Jac- 
queline was there beside him, so close 
that he sensed a subtle fragrance being 
wafted to his quivering nostrils. He 
wanted her close, close, his lips trembling 
against the sweetness of hers. 

Suddenly he swept her to him and 
kissed her fluttering eyes, the soft hol- 
low of her neck, her tremoring, dewy 
lips. For a moment he imagined an 
abandoned yielding on her part. He was 
dizzy with ecstasy. Then Jacqueline’s 
figure stiffened. She pushed him away 
sharply. 

“You — you have no right to do that!” 
she gasped. "Let me go! - You’re tak- 
ing advantage of me ! Oh, please take me 
home !” 

And all the way back to the city Syd’s 
soul was singing a paean of rejoicing. 
The most beautiful girl he had ever met 
was good ! She was pure and undefiled. 
She wouldn’t even tolerate any petting. 
And he loved her to distraction. At last 
he had found a girl he could ask to marry 
him — and not be forced to employ detec- 
tives to watch her afterward. For, so 
deep was his infatuation that he had reck- 
lessly swept aside the difference in their 
social status. He knew only that she 
was unutterably lovely and she was un- 
tainted. She must become his even if it 
meant wedding bells. 

It was on the night they were having 
dinner at the Neverly Gardens that Syd 
proposed. To hold Jacqueline in his arms 
while they were dancing, so near, yet so 
exasperatingly far, was maddening. His 
blood was flowing like heated wine. So, 
after dinner, when they had strolled to a 
secluded part of the grounds, Syd laid 
his heart and his wealth at her feet. Jac- 
queline hesitated demurely, then gra- 
ciously accepted him. For the first time 
Syd experienced the full sweetness of her 
lips, tingling with warm response, just 
one before she crept back into her shell 
of frigidity. But, despite her niggard- 
ness in caresses, he was treading on the 
magical, billowy clouds that usually form 
the pathway of successful lovers. 

Then one night about a week later, he 
received a cablegram from Havana re- 
questing his immediate presence to un- 
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ravel some snarl or other that had de- 
veloped in the branch of his business lo- 
cated there. The thought of leaving Jac- 
queline filled him with dismay — until a 
sudden glamorous idea flooded in upon 
him. Why not marry Jacqueline and 
take her along? Tonight! What a won- 
derful honeymoon it would be ! 

It was only then he remembered that 
he was ignorant of the girl’s address, for 
whenever they had gone anywhere togeth- 
er Jacqueline had invariably insisted upon 
meeting him up town. But he lost no 
time in calling up the Gem and one of 
the girls there furnished him with Jac- 
queline’s address. The next instant he 
was in a taxi and being bumped along, 
eager, palpitant, gloating. 

Jacqueline’s abode proved to be in a 
three-story apartment building. Syd 
searched along the wide hallway on the 
lower floor until he found the door bear- 
ing the number he sought. He knocked. 
There ensued a long wait while his heart 
pounded excitedly. He knocked again. 

Finally the door was opened and Jac- 
queline faced him, a bewitching Jacque- 
line with tousled hair and one satiny, 
smooth shoulder and breast partly re- 
vealed where her blue silk dressing gown 
had slipped low. At sight of Syd, she 
recoiled with a little gasp of panic-strick- 
en surprise. 

Syd, however, drank in her negligeed 
noveliness only for an instant. His eyes 
were fairly popping from their sockets 
and his mouth hung agape as might that 
of a fish on land, as he looked over Jac- 
queline’s shoulder into one of the rooms 
beyond. 

A portly man, garbed in red awning- 
stripe pajamas was sitting there, idly 
turning over the pages of a magazine as 
he smoked a huge black sigar. 

It was Pete, the Greek! 




1 Daintiness in 
TersimalJiygiene 1 , 


'I Lily 

discovery. Remarkably effective an- 
tiseptic for feminine hygiene. In- 
sures immaculate cleanliness Ooor- 
less, soothing, antiseptic. Will not 
injure delicate membranes. Destroys 
offensive odors and all perm*. Re- 
lieves imtation. Powerful and safe. 
m * in- poisonous. Mar ri ed women : — 
r . healthy .free from risks or worry. 

Hjly Tabs" sent on receipt of 91.00 
>. O. D. plus postage). 

SINCERE LABORATORIES 
24 E. 21st St. Depn j 7 NewYork 


ibr^kminim GoitOenwnce . 




GUN 

"Sjg I BARG Al NS 

3 — Al SEND NO MONEY. 

k No. M2. Swing Out Cylinder, Blue Steel. 6 Shol 
' Accurate, Rilled Barrel, 32, 32-20 or 38 Cal. . . . — 
w- No. TS. Top Break. Blue Steel. Sure Fire, 32 or 38 Cal. 7.75 
No A8. Automatic. Blue Steel, 32 Cal. 6 shot $7.75, 25 Cal. 7 shot . 7.35 
No. R7 Solid Steel. Blue Finish. Accurate, 38, 32 or 22 Cal. ... 6.85 

No S4. Blue Steel, Solid Frame. Double Action. 38. 32 or 22 Cat 4.95 
ORDER BY NUMBER. GIVE CALIBER WANTED Send n omo ney. 
Pay your Postman price plus postage on delivery. Money retarded 11 
not satisfied after inspectjoa. AU guns new. us^Stand; rd^Ajaerican 


Cartridge* STERLING CO. 


BALTIMORE. MD, 


Protect your home. New Style 


Absolutely Safe and Harmless. ( 

Full trigger. Top opens revealing I, 
Cigarette Case or holder for Hip Flask, 

Powder Puff. Coin Purse, etc. SERB BO/. 

MBMET. Pay postman 51.69 plus postagelSiv^l 
FEDERAL MAIL ORDER CORPORATION^*^/ 
561 Broadway, New York, Dept. y 



cents 

a week 

No References No Delay 

Nothin* to sign . J ust say 1 ’ Send ma 
Ring: No. 30. and tell us your size. 

design is in Genuine 
Solid White Gold, daintily chased, 
with the most brilliant diamond 
reproduction you ever saw- blazing 
with blue-white flames of electric 

fire • A dazzling gift for someone. 

FREE-Velvet gift hex. Send No 


NATIONAL JEWELRY CO. 
24 East 21st Street Dept. J 1 4 



SEX EXPLAINED/ 

BIRTH CONTROL 


Sex Truth at last. “THE SCIENCE OF A NEW 
LIFE.'* Dr. Cowan’s book answers in plain lan- 

S iage all you want to know. Explains: The Sex 
ppeal— Choosing a Mate— Birth t>ntrol--Rlis8- 


Appeal-Choosing a 1 ntr. 1- - Mr s . 

ful Marriage-HOW BABIES ARE CONCEIVED 
ANDBORN-Wbat to Avoid, etc. 320 pages 
I (illustrated). FREE 2 BOOKS (with every order) -Margaret 
I Sanger’s "What Every Girl Should Know":, also Debate on 
I Birth Control”. All 3 books sent in plain wrapper postpaid for 
I $2.50 (C. O. D. 17c extra). 

I OGILVIE PUB. CO., 57 Rose St., New York, Dept. 62 


SEXUAL ''LOVE AND LIFE / 


WILD WEST STORIES 

T\T7 A DCI4AT Dick’s Last Shot, $25c; The Gam- 
DLAU3I1U 1 bler of the West) 25c; Billy the 
Kid, 25c; Loaded Dice, 30c; Apache Valley, 30c. 
All for $1.25. Cash or C.O.D. 

Wineholt Novelty House, Box 6, Woodbine, Pa: 
“TEN TRAGEDIES OF TEN GIRLS'* 

White - Slavery Exnosed. Sensational Book. 50c. 
WINEHOLT NOVELTY HOUSE. Box 6. Woodbine. Pg. 
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A Baby In Your Home 



So many married couples yearn for children that 
thousands of copies of a new book by Dr. H. Will 
Elders are being distributed without cost to child- 
less women. Any family interested in overcoming 
conditions of nature that hinder the gift of chil- 
dren should write for this free book today. It des- 
cribes a simple home treatment based on the use 
of Steriltone, a wonderful scientific tonic that has 
had marvelous success all over the country in re- 
lieving constitutional weakness. 

Every woman who wants to live a normal, happy 
home life with little ones around her should con- 
sider it her first duty to know what Steriltone is 
and why it should be so wonderful an aid to her. 
Read this little book jvhich is sent without charge 
or obligation in a plain envelope. It unfolds facts 
that most women never have had explained to 
them. Send NO Money, NO Obligations. Simply 
name and address to Dr. H. Will Elders, 2079A 
Ballinger Bldg., St. Joseph. Mo. 



Your Picture 
Here 


Beautifully ** M Q Q 
Colored ^ 1*90 


Send us your favorite snapshot 
or negative l any size) anil we 
will send this cojnpact with 
your picture on it beautifully 
colored. Original picture 
returned safely. Pay 
mailman when deliv- 
ered. 


D'ORO CO.. Box 90. 


Dept. R.G. 

VarickSta., New York 


WESTERN SPECIAL. World- 
Greatest Value. FuHy Guaranteed. For 
defense or target. Best Make. Finest So ,; 

Blue Steel. Smooth Action, Sure-F 
Accurate, Powerful. Perfectly Rilled 
38, 32 or 22 Caliber Use Standard Cartridges 
Send No Money Pay Postman $5.85 plus 
postage on arrival. Satisfaction Guaranteed or vfoney Back. 
ARLEE WHOLESALE CO.. DEPT L BALTIMORE. MD 


ONLY 
85 



RARE BOOKS 
TEMPTATIONS ZSZETuTi 

Young Girl, 30r; 
The I mv an ted Child. 

: Queen of the White Slaves. 50c. All for SI 00. Cash 
til- C O.I). 

WINEEHOLT NOVELTY HOUSE. Box 6. Woodbine. P?. 


6TH AND 7TH 800KS OF MOSES 

■ Magical Spirit Art) SI. 00. Alhertus Magnus (Egyptian 
Secrets' SI. 00, Secret Bonk of Black Arts (Black Art) 
SI. 00. Our special price for the Three Books ONLY $2.00. 
Wineholt Sales Co.. Box 6. Woodbine. Pa. 



Molly Ricardel in the grandest hit that ever 
"hit" town, Broadway. This is a Jed Harris 
production at the Broadhurst Theatre, New 
York. Molly is one of the chorus girls in the 
show. 

— PHOTO BY MAURICE GOLDBERG 


THE LAW OF AVERAGES 

( Continued from page 37) 

man ... a kind, decent looking one — 
it was like suddenly seeing some cher- 
ished relative in a strange land. I rose 
and came over to your table without pre- 
liminaries and seated myself, leaving the 
rat whom I had come to the cafe with 
fuming at the table alone, afraid, in his 
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slimy heart, to get up and assert himself 
at the unusual affront. You asked me 
as calmly as though you had had an 
appointment with me, what I would like 
to drink, and I answered nothing — and 
then I leaned forward and told you my 
story . . . how I had come to Paris to 
study . . . run out of funds . . . gone 
hungry . . . exhausted my last day’s credit 
at my lodgings . . . accepted the atten- 
tions of the thing which I had left at the 
other table . . . told you I had nowhere to 
go for the night . . . unless . . . and that 
as long as it had to be someone I would 
so much prefer you ... a countryman 
. . . decent looking . . . even kind looking 
behind the mask of ennui . . . how easily 
you could have taken advantage of the 
situation . . .” 

“Yes, I remember now,” cut in Mar- 
tin. “You convinced me absolutely. 
There was something behind your eyes 
that I knew was real.” 

“Do you remember what you asked 
me? You wanted to know,— oh, you 
were quite horrid, straight from the 
shoulder you demanded it, and I an- 
swered that I was as good as it was pos- 
sible for a woman to be ... I said it, not 
dreaming that you would believe. But 
you never questioned my assertion. Oh 
if you could have known the thrill of 
being believed instantly. If you could 
have known how I felt that night hungry, 
cold, frightened, lonesome, without 
money or friends, to see that kindly, 
softening light of belief spring to your 
eyes ; and yet I somehow knew, too, that 
you were not what the world calls a 
‘good’ man — I doubt that I should have 
found such instant understanding and 
sympathy in the eyes of a ‘good’ man 
after such a statement. 

And then you asked me if I had not 
remained that way in spite of everything, 
because there was some one man, back 
home perhaps ... I told you that there 
was. Do you remember what you said 
then ?” 

“I suppose it was some quite wretch- 
edly cynical remark — though I do not 
recall the exact words.” 

“Yes, it was, cynical ; that is, the gen- 
eral tenor of it all. You told me that 
you would give me passage money back 
to America and enough beside to outfit 
(Continued on page 60) 


Breath T 
of Love 



A recent creation. = 
i Praised by people ■ 
|of distinction as = 
the most Enchant- ■ 
ini? Perfume ever made. Like == 
a gift from fairie-land, its exqui- ■ 
site scent surrounds you with the much === 
desired atmosphere of alluring charm. g 
Attracted by its delicate fragrance, = 
young and old quickly surrender to its ■ 
persuasive influence- 

To quickly introduce '‘Breath of Love” §§ 
to every man and woman, we offer for ja 
a short time only, a full sized bottle = 
'ordinarily costing $3.00) for only $1.98. a 
Full details and confidential instruc ff 
t ions how toase it most effectively will he sent = 
with each bottle. SEND NO MONEY. Just your ■ 
name and address. When “Breath of Love” = 
arrives simply deposit $1.98, and a few cents ■ 
postage with yoor mail-man. If not satisfied, = 
return within seven days, and we guarantee mm 
refund of your deposit. 

PARIS IMPORTERS g 

Dept. CM 535 W. 31st St., Chicago s 
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TRICK CARDS and 
POKER CHIPS 

Chips with your own mono- 
gram or initials put on them 
in gold and metallic green. Best quality non- 
inflammable square edge chips. Can not be 
duplicated. Now in use by all leading club 
rooms. Cards you can read, $1.25 per deck. 
Complete line of sporting goods. Get our 
catalog and prices before ordering elsewhere. 
L. HUNT & CO., 160 N. Wells St., Chicago. 111. 



FRENCH GIRLS’ PHOTOS 

The best liked photos in the world. Posed by the 
most beautiful living models, with wonderful 
astonishing forms. High grade Postcards that look 
like life. Imported from France. 15 for $1.0‘) 
postpaid, sealed. Order a set to-day and you’ll 
want more. ART PHOTOS 

Dedicated to lovers of Art and the Beautiful, — 
these studies are genuine, original photos. They 
are all nude poses with few exceptions. 25 minia- 
tures, $1.25. 10 Photos, size 7 x 10, $4.00. 20 

Photos, size 5x7, $4.00. Art volumes, $2.00 
each. Give express address when ordering. Tell 
us your other needs. Cash or C.O.D. 

WINEHOLT NOVELTY HOUSE 
Box 6 Woodbine, Penna. 



FRENCH NOVO TABS 

are simply marvelous. Used for 30 years hr 
[millions of men who sought youthful vigor, pep 
and energy. Don't experiment, 
but be safe, sure and satisfied. 
45-time package, triple strength 
$2 postpaid (or $2.16 C. O. D.) 
Plain wrapper. Money Back If 
not pleased. 

NOVO COMPANY 
15 Bee km an Street 
Dept. 967 New York 



6-Shot l 

Long Range 1 
Tt j gun “f^e«• , If you 
can beat oar price any- 
where — 4 or 6 in. barrel, 
blue or nickel — 32, 38-or 22 
caliber. Powerful-accurate.hard 
hitting. Money backeuarantee. 

Pay on delivery $6.25 Federal Mail Order. 
414 Broadway. New rork. Dept. XI 3i 
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One of the prettiest girls on Broadtvay is 
ll'ando Stevenson of Earl Carroll's Vanities. 
Her expression is undoubtedly the reason why 
men leave home. 

PHOTO BY DE MIRflAK 


building. My career in pictures was cer- 
tainly ruined. They would never take 
me back after the truth came out. It 
also would harm him. Dick was in great 
demand, but directors and film executives 
do not permit their stars to deliberately 
break contracts and leave an unfinished 
picture without just cause. 

“Oh, how could he have deceived me 
this way,” I asked myself. Then I broke 
down and sobbed bitterly. 

In spite of this terrible blow, I still 
loved Dick. When I was in his arms and 
his clear, blue eyes looked at me with 
that queer, boyish expression, I just 
couldn’t help yielding to him. I had 
grown as dependent on his love as an 
ordinary person is dependent on food and 
drink. After years of repression and 
never knowing the thrill pf passion, I had 
suddenly become a slave to it. 

* * * * 

Then the worst thing of all happened. 
I found that I was going to become a 
mother. That weird, mysterious feeling 
that makes you love and hate, laugh and 
cry. When I told Dick he grew strangely 
pale and kissed me tenderly. Then he 
went out without saying a word. 

* * * * 

Dick never came back after that night. 

When my little boy came I seemed to 
find new strength. My entire viewpoint 
changed and I began to plan ways and 
means to support him and provide for 
our future. I brushed away the memory 
of those gruesome months in Tia Juana 
and returned to Hollywood where I 
secured work in the same “X” Club that 
ruined me. I am making enough to sup- 
port by little baby boy and myself com- 
fortably and have proven to my former 
friends that I could "come back.” 

I keep my eye on the many girls who, 
like myself, come to the “X” Club not 
suspecting the horrible monster Passion 
who waits to be summoned only by a 
few drinks. Instead of encouraging, 
from my position as check -girl, I try to 


THE PRICE OF PASSION 

( Continued from page 41) 
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save them from the tempting arms of 
Satan 

The price of passion is high and not 
worth it. 

THE END 



ENID’S LATEST ESCAPADE 

( Continued from page 15) 

thought that only temporary passion was 
swaying him. And he had lavished the 
love of a lifetime on her ! 

“Enid, I love you! I love you!” he 
said huskily, tottering dazedly above her. 
“Don’t you understand ? I wanted you to 
be my wife, not ... I was trying to save 
you before it was too late, to shock and 
disgust you into seeing what might hap- 
pen . . .” From his tortured soul gushed 
forth a groan of anguish. 

Enid raised herself on a shaky elbow, 
dazed. One trembling hand fluttered for 
a moment before her eyes. The tender, 
passionate warmth of submission slid 
from her like a soft cloak. Visibly she 
hardened, once again clothed in the steely 
armor of cold cynicism. 

She gave Lamer one contemptuous 
glance, and moved toward the door. 
“What an oil-can you turned out to be!” 
she sneered. 

She stood up suddenly and with impa- 
tient motions tidied her hair and preened 
herself before the dressing table while 
the man who loved her looked on, dazed, 
indescribably wretched. Her personal 
appearance having been embellished to 
her satisfaction, she picked up a ring 
from the dressing table and slipped it 
into her vanity case. 



AGE TURNED BACK 


NOT TOO OLD 

How to regain youthful activities throug-h 
GUARANTEED Neuro Viril 

Start life anew. "A man 1* as old as his gland," 
doctors now say. Go back 20 to 40 years simply by 
re-charging your glands with the IMPROVED FORM of 
NEURO VIRIL. No operation necessary. Yet results 
are guaranteed. Over 15,000 men are already using 
this product regularly although it is new on the market. 
Doesn't this prove it brings success? Would these men 
from all over the country keep on buying it if they 
didn't get what they are after? Neuro Viril Is cer- 
tainly worth trying, especially since your deposit will 
be refunded unless it brings you the youthful energy 
you seek. 

SEND NO MONEY. JuBt write name and address. 
Pay postman $2.00 (plus few cents postage) deposit 
when he delivers package in plain wrapper. Don't let 
your life slip by unhappily without trying the 

IMPROVED Neuro Viril AVOID ANY IMITATIONS. 
A M. LECITHIN CO., 88 Futtaa Street. New Ysrfc 


LADIES, GET RELIEF 


Our great successful “Periodic” compound imme- 
diately banishes monthly troubles. Safely relieves 
most abnormal cases in 3 days. Used with marvelous 
results for many years. No pain or interference with 
work. Confidential. Can be relied on. Harmless 
and gentle. Results guaranteed. Sent in plain wrap- 
per. $2.00, prepaid. Double strength, $3.00. Write 
AT ONCE. 

Direct Service Co.,' 24 E. 21st St., New York. Dept wzs 



JEWEL WATCH — $4.99 


Elgins, Walthams, all maker 
about half regular price. We 
undersell them all. Big money 
for Agents. Write for confiden- 
tial inside prices. 

Rex Co., Box F Andover, Ohio 



where 


LONELY HEARTS 


— deroe for you. Meet your sweetheart 
thru the foremost high-class social corre- 
spondence clue in the world, a club for 


^refined lonely people. Members every- 

„ |y CONFIDENTIAL, efficient and dignified 

ervice We have made thousands of lonely people happy . 
why not you? Particulars FREE. Write today if jmcere. 


EVA MOORE. BOX 908, 


JACKSONVILLE, FLA. 


Please mention Art Group when answering advertisements. 
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Be on .vour Guard! Beware ot 
holdup men and toughs. Carry a 
"Pioneer Automatic” and pro- 
tect yourself. Looks just like a real 
Automatic. Lots of fun scaring your 
friends. Made of light weight metal. 
Pull the trigger — and Zip! — it's a 
cigarette case. 

SEND NO MONEY! 

Pay postman only $1.79 plus 
postage on delivery. Satisfac- 
tion guaranteed. 

SINCERE COMPANY 
24 East 21 St. N.Y. Dept. 39 



RARE BOOKS 


Everyday Lives, $1.00; The Lure 
Hollywood, $1.00; Woman’s Great- 
est Sin, 50c; From Dance Hall to White Slavery, 75c; 
Confessions of Irene, 50c; 26 Men and a Girl, 30c. 
All for $4.00, Cash cr C.O.D. 

Wineholt Novelty House, Box 6, Woodbine, Pa. 


SolveThisPuzzle! 


wnat President's name do these 
5 letters spell? All correct solu- 
tions will be awarded a lovely 
home site in beautiful New Jet- 
sey. between New York and At- 
lantic City. 20 x 100 ft. FREE 
and clear of all encumbrances. If 
your solution is correct, there will be a 
mall charge of only $.X.5ft for the deed, 
title certificate by Ocean County Title 
Co., etc., including all the costs ente^ng into 
this transaction. Mail answer before January 
31. No strings to this contest. 

BEACH WOOD PARK CO., INC. 

299 Broadway. New York. Dept. 15. 



TFFM the White Slaves. 30c; The Trage- 
'*C dies of the White Slaves, 50c; From 
Dance Hall to White Slavery, 50c; A Mad Love, 30c; 
Confessions of a Wife, 50c. All for $2. 

WINEHOLT SALES CO.. Box 6. Woodbine. Pa. 


1 


.32 
CAL. 
MILITARY 
AUTOMATIC 


way. New York City. 



iey. Pay postman our price, plus post- 

S e. Money relundedif yo 

deral Mail Order C01 


Send n 

are not satisfied. 


DEPT. T131 


CONFESSIONS 


of a Princess, 50c; A 
Woman’s T emptation, 50c; 
The Unwilling Bride, 50c; Confessions of a Wife. 
50c; Confessions of a Bellboy, 50c; Behind the 
Scenes, 50c; Woman’s Greatest Sin, 50c. All for 
only $3. Send your order now to 
WINEHOLT SALES CO., Box 6, Woodbine, Pa. 

Confessions of Irene‘S, 

sions of a Young Girl. 7.>. Both Books prepaid. $ 1.0ft. 

Wineholt Novelty House. Box 6. Woodbine. Pa. 


THE LAW OF AVERAGES 

( Continued from page 57 ) 


myself presentably and make the voyage 
comfortably. You accepted me as I 
had offered myself, but said that you 
would defer collecting your end of the 
bargain. You told me to go back to this 
man, and, if I were as happy as I ex- 
pected to be, to forget about you. But 
you also gave me your card and said 
that if my romance did not pan out as I 
imagined it would, and I turned away 
from this man and all of the marriage 
thing because of disappointment in him, 
or anything of that nature, to remember 
that yours was the next claim, although 
you did not believe in the possibilities for 



romance contained in marriage and 
would never offer me marriage. I felt 
so certain then of life that I felt sorry 
for you — I told you that you would prob- 
ably never see me again — and you 
laughed and told me that you knew some- 
thing of life and that the Law of Aver- 
ages that plays hob with romance was 
what you were betting on and that you 
thought it was a pretty safe bet that you 
were making.” Martin laughed. 

“My experience has not brought me 
very much faith in ” 

“And then you wrote me out a check,” 
she went on. “Oh, if you could have 
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known the thrill .of that check in my 
hand. There was home in it — the man I 
loved . . . food — the end of loneliness, 
nostalgia ... I hurried from the cafe, but 
as I went out, I knew that I should al- 
ways love you next to one other, more 
than any other man in the world, and 
that if the impossible should happen, and 
Dick should disappoint me I should Cer- 
tainly live up to my part of our agree- 
ment and come directly to you. But 
really, I didn’t then have the slightest 
thought that your Law of Averages meant 
anything. I felt so confident that Dick 
would make me happy. You see, he was 
very young then, and just beginning to 
make his way, back in the States. It was 
unthinkable that I should have asked him 
for my passage back home — though Lord 
knows he would have gotten the money 
somehow . . . my father had died after 
I had left for Paris . . . my mother was 
without any surplus funds. I tell you 
this, so that you can really appreciate 
what the feel of that check in my hands 
meant that night . . . and no strings of 
any sort attached to it . . . save what 
I thought then to be a most tenuous one 
. . . your Law of Averages . . . your cyni- 
cal viewpoint of romance and its endur- 
ing qualities ... its ability to survive ab- 
sence for instance. If ever a man de- 
served to be dealt with honestly it is 
you.” He rose and stood facing her. 
Her cheeks flushed with the emotion that 
went into her words she was a picture 
of flaming beauty that scorched. He stood 
very close to her, she put her hands into 
his as she went on. 

“You see ... I am going to be honest 
with you. In the past two years I have 
been successful. I turned from the seri- 
ous art that formerly I studied and em- 
braced, to the less serious but more satis- 
factory making of pictures that sell to 
people who have things to advertise. I 
have made money. A great deal of it.” 

“But your romance . . .?” he inter- 
posed almost breathlessly, his whole be- 
ing hanging upon the answer to this ques- 
tion. She did not at once reply and his 
eyes drank her in. She was like some 
beautiful Japanese full-sized ivory rep- 
resentation of a goddess, touched magi- 
cally with the living flame that is life. 
A perfume not made of human hands 


Good News for 
M A R R I 
W O M E 


Capsuloids, the old reliable, bring posi- 
tive relief in delayed or irregular troubles 
in a few hours. Used by physicians, hos- 
pitals and women in New York for over 
20 years. Ideal for stubborn, difficult cases. 
STOPS WORRY— QUICK ACTING 
NO RISKS 

Brings results when others fail. 

Extra strength. No pain, harm or delay 
from work. Stops worry, saves big. ex- 
pensive physicians* bills. 

Sent prepaid for $5.00. Prompt shipments. 
Act quick. Don’t delay. 

CAPSULOID REMEDY CO.. 702 Amsterdam Ave., New York 






yoor every wish and desire- 


FREE! 

WONDER OF THE 

20th CENTURY 

The rare, valuable secret book a» 
founded the world. Reveals the se. 
creta of hypnotism . telepathy, persona) 
magnetism, mesmerism, clairvoyance, 
mind-reading, etc This book-— the 
wonder of the 20th Century — worth 
$3.00. but sent FREE to you if you 
order our remarkable course In Practi- 
cal Hypnotism-— teaches you howto 
control others— -make everybody obey 
-conquer bad habits, enemies — — 


pay postage. 


WINEH0LT ASSOCIATION Box 4. Woodbine. Pa. 


DOES YOUR SCALP ITCH? 

DOES YOUR HAIR FALL OLT? 

DOES DANDRUFF BOTHER YOU? 

Send for Free Advice 

N. POLLICINO 

Face and Scalp Culture Specialist 

23 East 33d Street New York City 


MISS LOLA! The FRENCH DANCER! For Gentlemen 

only. If you want to enjoy some fun — 
g.r MISS LOLA- She KNOCKS ’EM DEAD. You 
Kvt ?5 .00 worth of fun for (silver) 

WINEHOLT NOVELTY HOUSE 
Box 6, Woodbine, Penna. 


25c 


TO MEN LACKING PEP AND VIGOR. When disap- 
pointed with the old Pill and Tablets. Then try the L-M-R 
Nerve and Gland Treatment. The greatest Pep producer 
ever prepared for men. No disappointment. Month's treat- 
ment $1.00. Trial treatment 10c. 

B. SONDERGORD, Dept. 4, Cairo, III. 


RARE BOOKS 

ILLICIT Love and Other Stories, 30c. Confessions of a 
Young Girl. 30c. Nellie, the Beautiful M..Jel 
30c. A Woman’s Temptations. 30c. The Unmarried Mother, 
.iOr All for $1.40. ORDER NOW. 

WINEHOLT SALES CO.. Box 6. Woodbine. Pa. 
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This study of a bronzed figure by Harold 
Dean Carsey is one that is unique. We have 
seen many imitations of this but somehow the 
secret of its attractiveness has not deaked out. 


•seemed to exude froiji her. The livid 
temptation of her lips was a menace no 
amount of composure could withstand. 
He knew that in a moment he would 
sweep her into his arms, crush her to 
him, hurt her a little and glory in it. 

“My romance . . she continued a 
little sadly, “turned out according to 
your Law of Averages . . . and I came 
back to find Dick a bore. He was inter- 
ested mainly in his petty business inter- 
ests. We disagreed and parted friends 
. . . bored friends.” 

“And you have come to me tonight 
. . . to — ” his breath failed him. There 
was sheer delirium for the masculine be- 
holder in the depths of her age-old wom- 
an’s eyes, shining from across a thousand 
centuries of perfumed mysteries. She 
put her hand to her breast and stepped 
back just a little before the ardor of his 
glance and drew forth her hand which 
now contained something she had taken 
from the favorite feminine place of safe- 
keeping. 

“I came to you tonight,” she said 
softly, “to give you back your money, 
with interest at 10%. ” She handed him 
a check. 


AUTOMOBILE ACCIDENTS 

( Continued from page 11) 


“ — do not take anybody else but this 
guy for my husband,” Walter finished 
for her. The ceremony finished, Walter 
took his bride’s wrist and started for the 
hotel across the street. 

Dragging her into the lobby he regis- 
tered, snatched the key from the clerk’s 
hand and pulled her after him upstairs. 
Closing the door he turned to take her 
into his arms, but at that instant she 
picked up the water pitcher from the 
stand and, remarking irrelevantly: “Mo- 
ron!” dashed it full into his face. 

Walter gasped for air, rubbed the 
water out of his eyes and looked about. 
Traffic was hopelessly blocked for half a 
mile in each direction upon the cement 
road. 

“Just lay still,” remarked the officer 
standing over him, “ambulance be here 
in a secun.” 
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Miss Anderson’s Statement: 
When I arrived at the Kaufmann A 
Fabry Studio, my hair was straight aa 
you may see in the picture above. I bad 
very little faith in any of the so-called 
halr-wavers and expected I would have 
to visit my hairdresser before keeping my 
other posing appointments in the after- 
noon. To my delight, as you will see 
from the center photograph, it was not 
necessary. My hair was perfectly waved. 

Signed Miss EVELYN ANDERSON. 


Have Gloriously Waved Hair 
All the Time 


KAUFMANN A FABRY CO. 
Commercial Photographers, Chicago 
Mai son de Beaute. Chicago. Illinois. 

I. Edward J. Cook, hereby certify that 
these are actual photographs taken by mo 
while Miss Evelyn Anderson's hair was 
Marcelled with Marvelous Marcellers. The 
one at the left shows Miss Anderson’s 
hair as she entered my studio. That at the 
right shows the Marvelous Marcellers in 
place. The center photograph shows Miss 
Anderson’s hair as it appeared 30 minutes 
later. 8lgned EDWARD J. COOK. 

Subscribed and sworn to before me 
this 24th day of March. 1926. 

E IMA W.STOLZENBACH.NotaryPublle 

A Chicago representative of this maga- 
zine and representatives of over 100 other 
publishers witnessed a similar and equally 
successful demonstration of these wavers. 



Amazing New Method Makes Perfect Marcel. Just 

Whenever Convenient. 


30 Minutes — At Home — 


IF anyone told you that you could have the 

loveliest marcelled hair you ever saw, 
every day In the year, without another trip 
to the beauty shop, without another ruinous 
touch ‘of the hot iron or other tortuous meth- 
ods you wouldn't believe it. 

Yet. It Is literally true. You can have the 
most beautifully groomed, gloriously waved 
head of hair imaginable, all the time. And 
you needn't step outside your home to get 
it. Just 30 minutes with the Maisen Mar- 
cellers. once a weok— right at heme — and 
marcels, as perfect and lovely as the most 
skilled specialist in waving can give, will 
be yours from now on. 

A $1.50 Marcel Saved Every 
Time You Use Them 

No one knows better than you how those 
trips to the beauty shop mount up. Your 
Maison Marcellers will save all this expense. 
Think of it! In no time at all you have 
saved the price of a new frock. And the 
Initial cost is practically nothing — just the 
price of a marcel or two — and you are free 
from waving expense forever I 

It Waves While You Dress 

What if someone does phone a dinner 
invitation just after you have come In 
from a swim, with your hair still damp? 
What if you do return from a blowy motor 
ride or a wave-rulnlng round of golf to find 
that the crowd is planning to leave In thirty 
minutes for a dance In a nearby town? You 
can be ready, with hair beautifully groomed 
and smoothly waved. 

All you do is slip the Maison Marcellers 
on slightly dampened locks — and while you 
freshen up and change your frock, your hair 
Is waving. At the end of thirty minutes 
you slip the Maison Marcellers off — and your 
hair lies in smooth, soft, loose waves about 
your face! 

Restores Your Hair's Natural 
Beauty 

Consider what happens to your hair when 
it is continuously waved with hot irons. Aa 
you know, each single hair is a tiny hollow 
tube. Every time the hot iron touches it 
each fragile tube is bent and twisted, first 
one way, then another. This constant bend- 
ing back and forth soon breaks the hair off. 
and leaves you a head of uneven -length, 
brittle hair. 

You won't believe how quickly your hair 
will regain all the soft, silky lustre that 
Nature has bestowed on it. once you are 
free from the tyranny of hot irons, the hot 
blast of water-wave "setting." A few 
months’ use of the Maison Marcellers and 
your h»ir will recover its beauty. And after 


that, you will never go back again to hair- 
ruining Irons. Maybe you have let your hair 
go completely, worried along with straight, 
straggly, unkempt locks, because your hair 
could not longer stand the ruinous waving 
methods. This Is your chance to have again 
all the softening, becoming beauty of nat- 
urally waved locks. 

For Any Kind of Hair — 

For Any Arrangement 

The photographs reproduced above tell more 
plainly than words just what a wonderful 
wave the Maison Marcellers achieve. The 
prominent photographer who took these pic- 
tures has given an affidavit testifying to the 
facts. The model herself was so delighted 
with the results of the Maison Marcellcr 
wave that she also added her statement to 
that of the photographer. 

For no matter whether your hair is soft 
and fluffy, coarse and straight, long or short, 
the Maison Marcellers will give you a wave 
of unbelievable beauty. No matter hew you 
wear It— in a shingle bob. Ina Claire, horse- 
shoe wave or pompadour, center or side part— 
you will have a perfect marcel, perfectly 
suited to the style you prefer. 

It Is the simplest thing in the world to do. 
Just place the Maison Marcellers on your 
hair and catch the locks In place The 
Maison Marcellers adapt themselves to any 
style — any requirement. They are amazingly 
comfortable on the head. too. Made of soft 
rubber, light and flexible, scientifically de- 
signed. If you have had a "permanent," the 
Maison Marcellers are just the thing you 
need to change Its kink into a lovely, nat- 
ural wave or they will replace its disappear- 
ing curl with a smooth, even marcel. Of 
course. If you haven't had a permanent, there 
is no need ever to have one. Maison Mar- 
cellers make the other waving absolutely un- 
necessary. 

Before putting this Maroelling Outfit on 
the market, we asked fifty women to try it 
out and givs us their opinion. Without *x- 
ception they were most enthusiastic about it 
Here are part of rme of the letters received. 

Mrs. K. W. , Chicago: 1 have had my hair 
marcelled so much that it was beginning to 
get terribly dry and scraggly. 8ince I have 
quit applying heat to my hair, it ig quickly 
regaining its old lustre and beauty. I think 
your marcelling outfit is wonderful. 

Mrs. A. K., Memphis: I am cursed with 
thin, straight hair that is uqusually hard to 
wave. I have tried many home marcelling 
outfits, but have always been disappointed 
until your Marvelous Marcellera came. Now 
I* can easily keep my balr In a dandy mar- 
cel. just the way I want It. I can’t aay too 
much for your new invention. 


Our Wonderful Time-Limited 
Offer 

Just to establish this revolutionary new 
invention — just to put It into the hnnds of 
the women whose words of praise will swoop 
the Maison Marcellers throughout the coun- 
try, we are making this spcoisl offer to you, 
as one of the women to owe this priceless 
boon to beauty. A complete eet ef Maisen 
Marcellers. including a new and authentic 
marcel fashion chart, for only $2.98, plus 
a few eents’ postage — a price that scarcely 
covers the cost of making, packing and adver- 
tising. 

Send No Money — Just Mail 
the Coupon 

Even at this special price, you need not 
risk a penny. Just sign and mail the coupon. 
In a few days, when the postman brings your 
outfit, just deposit $2.98 with him (pins n 
few cents' postage). And when you put in 
your first marcel, you’ll say it was i.iie lost 
purchase you ever made in your life, for your 
hair waving troubles are ended. Every time 
you use this outfit, you'll get better and 
better results and you'll never have to spend 
your good time and money for marcels again. 
After you have tried this marvelous new 
marcelling outfit for 5 days. If you are not 
delighted with rcsulta — If It doesn't give you 
the meat beautiful marcel you ever had and 
improve your hair In every way — simply re- 
turn the outfit to us and your money will lie 
refunded quickly and cheerfully. But don't 
put It off. Be among the first to take ad- 
vantage of this special introductory offer. 
Fill in and mall the coupon today! 

MAISON de BEAUTE 
711 Quincy St., Chicago, Illinois 


j COUPON — — I 

'Maison de Beaute. 

1 711 Quincy 8t.. Dept. 74. Chicago. Illinois., 

Gentlemen : 

Please send me your newly Invented mnr-l 

I celling outfit. Including set of Maison Mar-' 
tellers, Marcel Style Chart, and complete 1 
directions for waving, which I will follow. I 
i agree to deposit $2.98 (plus postage) with 

I with the postman when he makes delivery. 1 
If I am not delighted with results I will I 
return the outfit within 5 days and you are| 
to refund the purchase price without argu- 

I ment or delay. j 

Name 1 


I Address 1 

City State ...I 

Note: If you expert to be out when the Post- 1 
|n:an comes, enclose $3.10 with your order andi 
| the Marcelling Outfit will be sent postpaid. | 
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36mas (Sift bargains ! 

Save Big Money on Your Gifts! 

Buy direct by mail and save the dealer’s profit. Every article on this page is a 
genuine bargain. If you can match any item for less than twice the price in any store, 
send it back in good condition and your money will be refunded in full without question. 
If you fail to see what you want here, send a 2c stamp for our large catalog of bargains 
in jewelry, musical instruments, latest novelties, etc. We guarantee to save you about 
one-half on goods of standard quality. Satisfaction or Money Back. 

Satisfaction or Money Back 

SINCERE COMPANY— CUT PRICE JEWELERS 
24 East 21st Street Dept. RJ New York, N. Y. 


I BEPF?ODUCTIONOF «. I 

$25 Onyx Ring $1^98 


/ Words will not do this beaotifnl imported rinc 

justice.. The setting^ 1 1 -‘ * 

J. n « 

h 

y that only a diamond can equal. Ideal gift. 




10 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL NOW 

25 Year Guarantee — Importer’s Sale Prices 


Latest design ladies' white gold wrist watches, fitted 
with 6 jewel thoroughly regulated, adjusted, abso- 
lutely guaranteed movements. Sent, in gift box. 

No. 4.— Octagon shape, fancy silver dial, 14K gold filled ribbon 
clasp. *12 value. Our price only $5.83. 

No. 5. Tonneau shape, 4 matched sapphires, solid gold set- 
tings, fancy silver dial. Value $14. Our price only $6.98. 

No. 6.— Rectangular shaped face, silver dial, s 
ribbon, 14K gold rilled clasp, $16 value. Our price 

All cases 25 year guaranteed, movements fi 
Ail three watches beautiful and serviceable. 

SEND NO MONEY. Pay postman price plus few pennies 
port i age on arrival. If not still delighted after It) days we will 
return money. You taW e no risk. Order today as this offer 


^Krosgrain 


BARGAIN SALEH 



Special Sale-Prices Smashed! 

$3:®! to $2-9* 

Millionaires and Society 
Leaders wear this Platinum 
and Diamond Reproduction 
— S brilliant diamond cut 
gems. Looks like $500 ring. 
Blue, green and violet fire 
flashes from the guaranteed 
imported gems. I .united 
number of these gorgeous 
creations. Sent C. O. D., 
S2.M. (None to dealers.) 



CHARMING ALLURING 
NARCISSUS PERFUME 



A FASCINATING, distinctive 
perfume that imparts a cap- 
tivating fragrance reminding 
one of Love and Romance. 

Lady Love Narcissus is a highly 
concentrated and lasting perfume. 
Its fragrance is permeating and 
exquisite. It is used by ladies of 
discrimination, society debutantes, 
moving picture stars, and actresses. 
Lady Love Narcissus is u most 
desirable and sure means of counter- 
acting the odor of perspiration. 

We manufacture Lady Love 
Narcissus Perfume and therefore 
are able to sell it direct to you at 
about one third regular drug and 
departmei 


big ' 

Perfume. Special Price- Only 

Send Money Order or Stamps or if 

you prefer wo will send it C. O. O. You pay the . 
few cents postage. All charges prepaid by us when 
order. We Guarantee that any perfume porcha? 



Only lor this $20 value 

White Gold Wrist Watch 


25 year 14K white gold-filled case, richly engraved, 
latest Tonneau shape, sapphire crown, gros-grain rib- 
bon with white gold-filled clasp. 6 jewel movement. 
An excellent timekeeper. Comes in beautiful velvet 
and Bilk-lined case. 

AN IDEAL GIFT 

that will make any girl or woman happy. We specialize 
in this watch exclusively and are in a position to offer 
it at a price lower than the usual wholesale price. If 
after receiving and examining this watch, you do not 
consider it equal to any watch priced up to $20.00 by 
jewelers, send it back— we will promptlyrefund amount 
paid. If you desire we will ship C. O. D., yon to pay 
postman $6.25 plus 18c charges on delivery. Order now. 



Please mention Art Group when answering advertisements. 









